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THE 

Mayor  of  Garratt. 

ACT      I.         SCENE     I. 
SCENE  Sir  JACOB 's  Houfi  at  Garratt. 

Enter  Sir  JACOB. 

Sir  Jacob. 
TVOGER— 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Anan,  Sir — 

Sir  Jac.  Sir,  firrah !  and  why  not  Sir 
Jacob,  you  rafcal  ?  Is  that  all  your  manners  ? 
Has  his  majefty  dubb'd  me  a  Knight  for  you 
to  make  me  a  Mifter  ?  Are  the  candidates 
near  upon  coming  ? 

Rog.  Nic  Goofe,  the  taylor,  from  Put- 
ney, they  fay,  will  be  here  in  a  crack,  Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Has  Margery  fetch'd  in  the 
linen  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Are  the  pigs  and  the  poultry 
lock'd  up  in  the  barn  ? 

Rog.  Safe,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  And  the  plate  and  fpoons  in  the 
pantry  ? 

A  2  Rig. 
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Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  give  me  the  key;  the 
mob  will  foon  be  upon  us ;  and  all  is  fifh 
that  comes  to  their  net.  Has  Ralph  laid 
the  cloth  in  the  hall  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  let  him  bring  out  the 
turkey  and  chine,  and  be  fure  there  is  plenty 
©f  muflard  ,-  and,  d'ye  hear,  Roger,  do  you 
ftand  yourfelf  at  the  gate,  and  be  careful 
\vho  you  let  in, 

Rog.  1  will,  Sir  Jacob.  [Exit  Rog, 

£/>  Jac.  So,  now  I  believe  things  are 
pretty  fecure :  But  I  can't  think  what  makes 
my  daughters  fo  late  ere  they — 

[Knocking  at  the  gate. 
Who  is  that,  Roger  ? 

Roger  without.  Matter  Lint,  the  potter-, 
carrier,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Let  him  in.  What  the  deuce 
can  he  want  ? 

Enter  Lint. 

Sir.  Jac.  Well,  mafter  Lint,  your  will  ? 

Lint.  Why,  I  come,  Sir  Jacob,  partly  to 
(enquire  after  your  health  ;  and  partly,  as  I 
may, fay,  to  fettle  the  bufmefs  of  the  day. 

Sir  Jac.  What  bufmefs  ? 

Lint.  Your  worfhip  knoweth,  this  being 
the  day  of  election,  the  rabble  may  be  riot- 
pus  j  in  which  cafe,  maims,  bruifes,  contu- 
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fions,  diflocations,  fractures  fimple  and  com- 
pound, may  likely  enfue  :  now  your  wor- 
fliip  need  not  be  told,  that  I  am  not  only  a 
pharmacopolift,  or  vender  of  drugs,  but 
Jikewife  chirurgeon,  or  healer  of  wounds. 

Sir  Jac.  True,  mafter  Lint,  and  equally 
fkilful  in  both. 

Lint.  It  is  your  worship's  pleafure  to  fay 
fo,  Sir  Jacob :  Is  it  your  wormip's  will  that 
I  lend  a  miniftring  hand  to  the  maim'd  ? 

Sir  Jac.  By  all  means. 

Lint.  And  to  whom  muft  I  bring  in  my 
bill  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Doubtlefs,  the  veftry. 

Lint.  Your  wormip  knows,  that,  kill  or 
cure,  I  have  contracted  to  phyfic  the  parifh- 
poor  by  the  great :  but  this  muft  be  a  fepa- 
rate  charge. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no  j  all  under  one :  come, 
mafter  Lint,  don't  be  unreafonable. 

Lint.  Indeed,  Sir  Jacob,  1  can  hardly  af- 
ford it.  What  with  the  dearnefs  of  drugs, 
and  the  number  of  patients  the  peace  has  pro- 
cured me,  I  can't  get  fait  to  my  porridge. 

Sir  Jac.  Bad  this  year,  the  better  the 
next — We  muft  take  things  rough  and 
fmooth  as  they  run. 

Lint.  Indeed  I  have  a  very  hard  bargain. 

Sir  Jac.  No  fuch  matter ;  we  are,  neigh- 
bour Lint,  a  little  better  inftructed.     For- 
merly, indeed,  a  fit  of  illnefs  was  very  ex- 
A  3  pen  five  j 
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penfive;  but  now,  phyfic  is  cheaper  than 
food. 

Lint.  Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no ;  your  efTences,  elixirs, 
emetics,  fweats,  drops,  and  your  paftes,  and 
your  pills,  have  filenced  your  peftles  and 
mortars.  Why  a  fever,  that  would  formerly 
have  coft  you  a  fortune,  you  may  now  cure 
for  twelve  penn'orth  of  powder. 

Lint.  Or  kill,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  And  then  as  to  your  fcurvies,  and 
gouts,  rheumatifms,  confumptions,  coughs, 
and  catarrhs,  tar-water  and  turpentine  will 
make  you  as  found  as  a  roach. 

Lint.  Noftrums ! 

Sir  Jac.  Specifics,  fpecifics,  matter  Lint. 

Lint.  I  arn  very  lorry  to  find  a  man  of 

your  worfhip's Sir  Jacob,  a  promoter 

of  puffs  j    an   encourager   of   quacks,    Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Regulars,  Lint,  regulars ;  look 
at  their  names —  Roger,  bring  me  the  news 
—not  a  foul  of  them  but  is  either  P.  L.  or 
M.  D. 

Lint.  Plaguy  liars !    Murderous  dogs ! 

Roger  brings  the  News. 
Sir  Jac.  Liars !  Here,  look  at  the  lift  of 
their  cures.     The  oath  of  Margery  Squab, 
of  RatclifT-Highway,  fpinfter. 
Lint.  Perjuries* 

Sir 
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Sir  Jac.  And  fee  here,  the  churchwar- 
dens have  figned  it. 

Lint.  Fictitious,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Sworn  before  the  worfhipful 
Mr.  Juftice  Drowfy,  this  thirteenth  day 
of  — 

Lint.  Forgery. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  harkye,  firrah,  do  you 
think  Mr.  Juftice  Drowfy  would  fet  his 
hand  to  a  forgery  ? 

Lint.  I  know,  Sir  Jacob,  that  woman ; 
(he  has  been  cured  of  fifty  difeafes  in  a  fort- 
night, and  every  one  of  'em  mortal. 

Sir  Jac.  You  impudent — 

Lint.  Of  a  dropfy,  by  Weft— 

Sir  Jac.  Audacious — 

Lint.  A  cancer,  by  Cleland — 

Sir  Jac.  Arrogant — 

Lint.  A  palfy,  by  Walker— 

Sir  Jac.  Impertinent— 

Lint.  Gout  and  fciatic,  by  Rock. 

Sir  Jac.  Infolent — 

Lint.  Confumption,  by  Stevens's  drops — 

Sir  Jac.  Paltry— 

Lint.  And  fquinting,  by  the  Chevalier 
Taylor— 

Sir  Jac.  Pill-gilding  puppy ! 

Lint.  And  as  to  the  Juftice,  fo  the  affi- 
davit brings  him  a  milling — 

Sir  Jar.  Why,  harkye,  rafcal,  how  dare 

you  abufe  the  commiffion  ?— You  blood- let- 
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ting,  tooth-drawing,  corn-cutting,  worm- 
killing,  bliftering,  glittering— 

Lint.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Jacob,  I  did  not  think 
to— 

Sir  Jac.  What,  firrah,  do  you  infult  me 
in  my  office  ?  Here,  Roger,  out  with  him 
—turn  him  out. 

Lint.  Sir,  as  I  hope  to  be — 

Sir  Jac.  Away  with  him.  You  fcoun- 
ctrel,  if  my  clerk  was  within,  I'd  fend  you 
this  inftant  to  Bridewell.  Things  are  come 
to  a  pretty  pafs,  indeed,  if  after  all  my  read- 
ing in  Wood,  and  Nelfon,  and  Burn ;  if  af- 
ter twenty  years  attendance  at  turnpike- 
meetings,  feffions  petty  and  quarter;  if  af- 
ter fettling  of  rates,  licencing  ale-houfes,  and 
committing  of  vagrants— But  all  refpect  to 
authority  is  loft,  and  Unus  Qitorum  now-a- 
days  is  no  more  regarded  than  a  petty  con- 
fiable.  [Knocking.]  Roger,  fee  who  is  at 
the  gate  ?  Why  the  fellow  is  deaf. 

Rog.  Juftice  Sturgeon,  the  fifhmonger, 
from  Brentford. 

Sir  Jac.  Gad's  my  life  !  and  Major  to 
the  Middlefex  militia.  Ufhcr  him  in, 
Roger. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon. 
Sir  Jac.  I  could  have  wifh'd   you  had 
come  a  little  fooner,  Major  Sturgeon. 

'~ -Major. 
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Major.  Why,  what  has  been  the  matter, 
Sir  Jacob  ? 

Sir  Jac.  There  has,  Major,  been  here  an 
impudent  pill- monger,  who  has  dar'd  to 
fcandalize  the  whole  body  of  the  bench. 

Major.  Infolent  companion  !  had  I  been 
here,  I  would  have  mittimus'd  the  rafcal  at 
once. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no,  he  wanted  the  Major 
more  than  the  Magiftrate ;  a  few  fmart 
ftrokes  from  your  cane  would  have  fully  an- 
fwer'd  the  purpofe — Well,  Major,  our  wars 
are  done;  the  rattling  drum,  and  fqueaking"' 
fife,  now  wound  our  ears  no  more. 

Major.  True,  Sir  Jacob,  our  corps  is  dif- 
embodied,  fo  the  French  may  fleep  in  fe- 
curity. 

Sir  Jac.  But,  Major,  was  it  not  rather 
late  in  life  for  you  to  enter  upon  the  profef- 
fion  of  arms  ? 

Major.  A  little  nukward  in  the  begin- 
ning, Sir  Jacob  :  the  great  difficulty  they 
had  was,  to  get  me  to  turn  out  my  toes ; 
but  ufe,  ufe  reconciles  all  them  kind  of 
things :  why,  after  my  firfl  campaign,  I  no 
more  minded  the  noife  of  the  guns  than  a 
flea-bite. 

Sir  Jac.  No ! 

Major.  No.  There  is  more  made  o? 
thefe  matters  than  they  merit.  For  the  ge- 
neral good,  indeed,  I  am  glad  of  the  peace  ; 

but 
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but  as  to  my  fmgle  felf— -And  yet,  we  have 
had  fome  defperate  duty,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  No  doubt. 

Major.  Oh !  fuch  marchings  and  coun- 
ter-marchings, from  Brentford  to  Elin,  from 
Elin  to  Aclon,  from  Adton  to  Uxbridge; 
the  duft  flying,  fun  fcorching,  men  fweat- 
ing— Why,  there  was  our  laft  expedition  to 
Hounflow,  that  day's  work  carried  off  Major 
MoloiFas.  Bunhill- fields  never  faw  a  braver 
commander  !  He  was  an  irreparable  lofs  to 
the  fervice. 

Sir  Jac.  How  came  that  about  ? 

Major.  Why,  it  was  partly  the  Major's 
own  fault ;  I  advifed  him  to  pull  off  his  fpurs 
before  he  went  upon  adtion  ;  but  he  was  re- 
folute,  and  would  not  be  rul'd. 

Sir  Jac.  Spirit ;  zeal  for  the  fervice. 

Major.  Doubtlefs — But  to  proceed :  In 
order  to  get  our  men  in  good  fpirits,  we 
were  quartered  at  Thiftleworth  the  evening 
before  ;  at  day-break,  our  regiment  form'd  at 
Hounflow  town's  end,  as  it  might  be  about 
here.  The  Major  made  a  fine  difpofition  : 
on  we  march'd,  the  men  all  in  high  fpirits, 
to  attack  the  gibbet  where  Gardel  is  hang- 
ing ;  but  turning  down  a  narrow  lane  to  the 
left,  as  it  might  be  about  there,  in  order  to 
poffefs  a  pig's  ftye,  that  we  might  take  the 
gallows  in  flank,  and,  at  all  events,  fecure  a 
retreat,  who  Ihould  come  by  but  a  drove  of 

fat 
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fat  oxen  for  Smithfield.  The  drums  beat  in 
the  front,  the  dogs  bark'd  in  the  rear,  the 
oxen  fet  up  a  gallop ;  on  they  came  thun- 
dering upon  us,  broke  through  our  ranks  in 
an  inftant,  and  threw  the  whole  corps  in 
confufion. 

Sir  Jac.  Terrible ! 

Major.  The  Major's  horfe  took  to  his 
heels ,  away  he  fcour'd  over  the  heath.  That 
gallant  commander  fluck  both  his  fpurs  into 
the  flank,  and  for  fome  time  held  by  his 
mane  j  but  in  crofting  a  ditch,  the  hopfe 
threw  up  his  head,  gave  the  Major  a  dowfc 
in  the  chops,  and  plump'd  him  into  a  gra- 
vel-pit, juft  by  the  powder-mills. 
Sir  Jac.  Dreadful! 

Major.  Whether   from  the  fall   or   the 
fright,  the  Major  mov'd  off  in  a  month — • 
Indeed  it  was  an  unfortunate  day  for  us  all. 
Sir  Jac.  As  how  ? 

Major.  Why,  as  Captain  Cucumber, 
Lieutenant  Patty-Pan,  Enfign  Tripe,  and 
myfelf,  were  returning  to  town  in  the  Turn- 
ham-Green  frage,  we  were  ftopp'd  near  the 
Hammerfmith  turnpike,  and  robb'd  and 
ftripp'd  by  a  footpad. 

Sir  Jac.  An  unfortunate  day,  indeed  ! 
Major.  But  in  fome  meafure  to  make  me 
amends,  I  got  the  Major's  commiffion. 
Sir  Jac.  You  did. 

Major. 
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Major.  O  yes.  I  was  the  only  one  of 
the  corps  that  could  ride  ;  otherwife,  we  al- 
ways fucceeded  of  courfe  :  no  jumping  over 
heads;  no  underhand  wor  kamong  us;  all 
men  of  honour ;  and  I  muft  do  the  regiment 
the  juftice  to  fay,  there  never  was  a  fet  of 
more  amiable  officers. 

Sir  Jac.  Quiet  and  peaceable. 
Major.  As  lambs,  Sir  Jacob.  Excepting 
one  boxing-bout  at  the  Three  Com  paries  in 
A&on,  between  Captain  Sheers  and  the  Co- 
lonel, concerning  a  game  at  All-fours,  I  don't 
remember  a  fingle  difpute. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  that  was  mere  mutiny ; 
the  Captain  ought  to  have  been  broke. 

Major.  He  was ;  for  the  Colonel  not  on- 
ly took  away  his  cockade,  but  his  cuftom  ; 
and  I  don't  think  poor  Captain  Sheers  has 
done  a  ftitch  for  him  fince. 

Sir  Jac.  But  you  foon  fupplied  the  lofs 
of  Moloflas  ? 

Major.  In  part  only :  no,  Sir  Jacob,  he 
had  great  experience  j  he  was  train'd  up  to 
arms  from  his  youth  :  at  fixteen  he  trail' d  a 
pike  in  the  Artillery-ground ;  at  eighteen 
got  a  company  in  the  Smithfield  pioneers ; 
and  by  the  time  he  was  twenty,  was  made 
aid-de-camp  to  Sir  JefFery  Grub,  Knight, 
Alderman,  and  Colonel  of  the  Yellow. 
Sir  Jac.  A  rapid  rife  ! 

Major. 
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Major.  Yes,  he  had  a  genius  for  war  j 
but  what  I  wanted  in  practice,  I  made  up 
by  doubling  my  diligence.  Our  porter  at 
home  had  been  a  ferjeant  of  marines  ;  fo  af- 
ter (hop  was  (hut  up  at  night,  he  us'd  to 
teach  me  my  exercife  ;  and  he  had  not  to 
deal  with  a  dunce,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Your  progrefs  was  great. 

Major.  Amazing.  In  a  week  I  could 
fhoulder,  and  reft,  and  poize,  and  turn  to 
the  right,  and  wheel  to  the  left ;  and  in  lefs 
than  a  month  I  could  fire  without  winking 
or  blinking. 

Sir  Jac.  A  perfect  Hannibal ! 

Major.  .Ah,  and  then  I  learnt  to  form 
lines,  and  hollows,  and  fquares,  and  evolu- 
tions, and  revolutions :  let  me  tell  you,  Sir 
Jacob,  it  was  lucky  that  Monfieur  kept  his 
myrmidons  at  home,  or  we  mould  have  pep- 
per'd  his  flat-bottom 'd  boats. 

Sir  Jac.  Ay,  marry,  he  had  a  marvellous 
efcape. 

Major.  We  would  a  taught  him  what  a 
Briton  «an  do,  who  is  fighting  pro  arvis  and 
focus. 

Sir  Jac.  Pray  now,  Major,  which  do  you 
look  upon  as  the  beft  difciplin'd  troops,  the 
London  regiments,  or  the  Middlefex  militia  ? 

Major.  Why,  Sir  Jacob,  it  does  not  be- 
come me  to  fay  ;  but  lack-a-day,  they  have 
never  feen  any  fervice — Holiday  foldiers! 

Why, 
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Why,  I  don't  believe,  unlefs  indeed  upon  a 
lord-mayor's  day,  and  that  mere  matter  of 
accident,  that  they  were  ever  wet  to  the  flun 
in  their  lives. 

Sir  Jac.  Indeed  ! 

Major.  No  !  foldiers  for  fun-mine,  Cock- 
neys ;  they  have  not  the  appearance,  the  air, 
the  freedom,  the  Jenny  fequi  that— Oh,  could 
you  but  fee  me  ialute !  you  have  never  a 
ipontoon  in  the  houfe  ? 

Sir  Jac.  No  j  but  we  could  get  you  a 
ihove-pike. 

Major.  No  matter.  Well,  Sir  Jacob,  and 
how  are  your  fair  daughters,  fweet  Mrs. 
Sneak,  and  the  lovely  Mrs.  Bruin ;  is  (he  as 
lively  and  as  brilliant  as  ever  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Oh,  oh,  now  the  murder  is  out ; 
this  viiit  was  intended  for  them  :  come,  own 
now,  Major,  did  not  you  expedt  to  meet 
with  them  here  ?  You  officers  are  men  of 
fuch  gallantry  ! 

Major.  Why,  we  do  tickle  up  the  ladies, 
Sir  Jacob ;  there  is  no  refitting  a  red  coat. 

Sir  Jac.  True,  true,  Major. 

Major.  But  that  is  now  all  over  with  me. 
"  Farewell  to  the  plumed  fleeds  and  neigh- 
"  ing  troops,"  as  the  black  man  fays  in  the 
play  i  like  the  Roman  cenfurer,  I  mall  re- 
tire  to  my  Savine  field,  and  there  cultivate 
cabbages. 

Sir  'Jac.  Under  the  fhade  of  your  laurels. 

Major. 
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Major.  True;  I  have  done  with  the  Ma- 
jor, and  now  return  to  the  Magiftrate  •  Ce 
dunt  Arma  Togge. 

Sir  Jac.  Still  in  the  fervicc  of  your 
country. 

Major.  True;  man  was  not  made  for 
himfelf ;  and  fo,  thinking  that  this  would 
prove  a  bufy  day  in  the  jufticing  way,  I  am 
come,  Sir  Jacob,  to  lend  you  a  hand. 

Sir  Jac.  Done  like  a  neighbour.  * 

Major    I  have  brought,  as  I  fuppofe  moil 
of  our  bufmefs  will  be  in  the  battery  way 
.ome  warrants  and  mittimufes  ready  fill'd 
up,  with  all  but  the  names  of  the  parties 
in  order  to  fave  time. 

Sir  Jac.  A  provident  magiftrate. 

Major  Pray,  how  fliall  we  manage  as  to 
the  wtide  of  fwearing;  for  I  reckon  we 
lhall  have  oaths  as  plenty  as  hops. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  with  regard  to  that  branch 

2Uu  bulLnefs>  to-day>  l  believe,  the  law 
muft  be  fuffer'd  to  fleep. 

Major.  I  fhould  think  we  might  pick  up 
lomethmg  that's  pretty  that  way 
.     Sir  Jac.  No,  poor  rafcals,  they  would  not 
be  able  to  pay  ;  and  as  to  the  flocks,  wc 
fhould  never  find  room  for  their  legs. 

Major.  Pray,  Sir  Jacob,  is  Matthew  Mar- 
2"!»  the  butcher  of  Jour  town,  livinz 


Sir  Jac,  Living. 

Major. 
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Major.  And  {Wears  as  much  as  he  ufed  ? 

Sir  Jac.  An  alter'd  man,  Major;  not  an 
oath  comes  out  of  his  mouth. 

Major.  You  furprife  me ;  why,  when  he 
frequented  our  town  of  a  market-day,  he 
has  taken  out  a  guinea  in  oaths— and  quite 

chang'd  ?  mf  , 

Str  Jac.  Entirely ;  they  fay  his  wife  has 
made  him  aMethodift,  and  that  he  preaches 
at  Kennington-Common. 

Major.  What  a  deal  of  miichief  thofe 
rafcals  do  in  the  country— Why  then  we 
have  entirely  loft  him  ? 

Sir  Jac.  in  that  way  ;  but  I  got  a  bracJ 
of  bind-overs  from  him  laft  week  for  a  cou- 
ple of  baftards. 

Major.  Well  done,  mafter  Matthew— but 
pray  now,  Sir  Jacob — 

[Mob  'without  huzza  ! 
Sir  Jac.  What's  the  matter  now,  Roger  ? 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  The  eledors  defire  to  know,  if  your 
wormip  has  any  body  to  recommend  ? 

Sir  Jac,  By  no  means ;  let  them  be  free 
in  their  choice  :  I  (han't  interfere. 

Rog  And  if  your  wormip  has  any  ob- 
jedion  to  Crifpin  Heel-Tap  the  Cobler's  be- 
ing  returning  officer  ? 

Sir  Jac.  None,  provided  the  rafcal  can 
fceep  himfelf  fober ;  Is  he  there  ? 
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Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob  :  make  way  there ; 
ftand  farther  off  from  the  gate  :  here  is  Ma- 
dam Sneak  in  a  chair,  along  with  her  hufband. 

Major.  G;id-f>,  you  will  permit  me  to 
convoy  her  in  ?  [Exit  Major. 

Sir  Jac.  Now  here  is  one  of  the  evils  of 
war.  This  Sturgeon  was  as  pains-taking  a 
Billingfgatc-broker  as  any  in  the  bills  of 
mortality.  But  the  fifh  is  got  out  of  his  ele- 
ment ;  the  foldier  has  quite  demolifli'd  the 
citizen. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sneak,  handed  by  the  Major. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Dear  Major,  I  demand  a 
million  of  pardons.  I  have  given  you  a  pro- 
fufion  of  trouble  ;  but  my  hufband  is  (uch 
a  goofe-cap,  that  I  can't  get  no  good  out  of 
him  at  honae  or  abroad — Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak  ! 
— Your  bleffing,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Daughter,  you  are  welcome  to 
Garratt. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  Jerry  Sneak  !  I  fay. 

Enter  Sneak,  with  a  band-hex,  a  hoop-pet- 
ticoat under  his  arm,  and  cardinal,  6cc. 
6cc.  &c.  &c. 

Sneak.  Here,  lovy. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Here,  looby:  there,  lay  thefe 
things  in  the  hall ;  and  then  go  and  look 
after  the  horie  :  are  you  fure  you  have  got  all 
the  things  out  of  the  chaife  ? 

B  Sneak: 
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Sneak.  Yes,  chuck. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Then  give  me  my  fan. 

[Jerry  drops  the  things  in  fearcblng 
his  pocket  for  the  fan. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  a — 
I  declare,  I  am  quite  amam'd  to  be  feen  with 
him  abroad :  go,  get  you  gone  out  of  my 
fight. 

Sneak.  I  go,  lovy :  Good-day  to  my  fa- 
ther-in-law. 

Sir  Jac.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  fon  Sneak: 
But  where  is  your  brother  Bruin  and  his  wife  ? 

Sneak.  He  will  be  here  anon,  father  Sir 
Jacob;  he  did  but  juft  frep  into  the  Alley 
to  gather  how  tickets  were  fold. 

Sir  Jac.  Very  well,  fon  Sneak. 

[Exit  Sneak. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Son  !  yes,  and  a  pretty  fon 
you  have  provided. 

Sir  Jac.  I  hope  all  for  the  beft :  why, 
what  terrible  work  there  would  have  been, 
had  you  married  fuch  a  one  as  your  filler  ? 
one  houfe  could  never  have  contain'd  you— 
Now,  I  thought  this  meek  mate — 

Mrs,  Sneak.  Meek  !  a  mulhroorn  !  a 
milkfop ! 

Sir  Jac.  Lookye,  Molly,  I  have  mar- 
ried you  to  a  man  ;  take  care  you  don't  make 
him  a  monfter.  [Exit  Sir  Jac. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Monfter  !  Why,  Major,  the 
fellow  has  no  more  heart  than  a  moult:  Had 

mv 
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my  kind  ftars  indeed  allotted  me  a  military 
man,  I  mould,  doubtlcfs,  have  deported  my- 
felf  in  a  befeemingly  manner. 

Major.  Unqueftionably,  madam. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Nor  would  the  Major  have 
found,  had  it  been  my  fortune  to  intermarry 
with  him,  that  Molly  Jollnp  would  have 
difhonoured  his  clolh. 

Major.   I  mould  have  been  too  happy. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  reverence  the 
army  ;  they  are  all  fo  brave  ;  fo  polite  ;  fo 
every  thing  a  woman  can  wilh — » 

Major.  Oh!  madam  — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  So  elegant ;  fo  genteel  ;  fo 
obliging:  and  then  the  rank;  why,  who 
would  dare  to  affront  the  wife  of  a  Major  ? 

Major.  No  man  with  impunity;  that  I 
take  the  freedom  to  fay,  madam. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  know  it,  good  Sir :  Oh! 
I  am  no  ftranger  to  what  I  have  miJs'd. 

Major.  Oh,  madam ! — Let  me  die,  but 
(lie  has  infinite  merit.  [A/ide. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Then  to  be  join'd  to  a  fneak- 
ing  flovenly  cit;  a  paltry,  praying,  pitiful 
pin-maker ! 

Major.  Melancholy! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  To  be  joflled  and  cromm'd 
with  the  croud  ;  no  refpe£t,  no  place,  no 
precedence ;  to  be  choak'd  with  the  fmoak. 
of  the  city  ;  no  country  jaunts  but  to  liling- 
ton  ;  no  balls  but  at  Pewterers-hall. 

B  2  Major. 
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Major.  Intolerable  ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  have  a  pro- 
per fenfe  of  my  fufferings. 

Major.  And  would  ihed  my  beft  blood 
to  relieve  them. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Gallant  gentleman  ! 

Major.  The  brave  muft  favour  the  fair. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Intrepid  Major  ! 

Major.  Divine  Mrs.  Sneak  ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Obliging  commander  ! 

Major.  Might  I  be  permitted  the  honour — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Sir — 

Major.  Juft  to  ravifti  a  kifs  from  your  hand. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  You  have  a  right  to  all  we 
can  grant. 

Major.  Courteous,  condefcending,  com- 
plying— Hum — Ha  ! 

Enter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Chuck,  my  brother  and  fifler 
Bruin  are  juft  turning  the  corner  ;  the  Clap- 
ham  ftage  was  quite  full,  and  fo  they  came 
by  water. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  wifh  they  had  all  been 
fous'd  in  the  Thames — A  praying,  imperti- 
nent puppy  ! 

Major.  Next  time  I  will  clap  a  centinel 
to  fecure  the  door. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Ma'ior  Sturgeon,  permit  me 
to  withdraw  for  a  moment  5  my  drefs  de- 
mands a  little  repair. 

Major.  Your  ladyfhip's  moft  entirely  de- 
voted. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sneak.  Ladyfhip  !  he  is  the  very 
Broglio  and  Beileifle  of  the  army  ! 

Sneak.  Shall  I  wait  upon  you,  dove  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  No,  dolt ;  what,  would  you 
leave  the  Major  alone  ?  is  that  your  manners, 
you  mongrel  ? 

Major.  Oh,  madam,  I  can  never  be  alone  ; 
your  fweet  idera  will  be  my  conftant  com- 
panion. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Mark  that :  I  am  forry,  Sir, 
I  am  obligated  to  leave  you. 

Major.   Madam — 

Mrs.  &zra£.Efpecially  with  fuch  a  wretch- 
ed companion. 

Major.  Oh,  madam  — 

'Mrs.  Sneak.  But  as  foon  as  my  drefs  is 
reftored,  I  mall  fly  to  relieve  your  diftrefs. 

Major.  For  that  moment  I  mall  wait  with 
the  greateft  impatience. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Courteous  commander. 

Major.  Barrage  n  of  women  ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Adieu  ! 

Major.  Adieu  !  [Exit  Mrs.  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Notwithftanding,  Sir,  all 'my 
chicken  has  laid,  I  am  fpecial  company 
when  (he  is  not  by. 

Major*  I  doubt  not,  mafler  Sneak. 

Sneak.  If  you  would  but  come  oneThurf- 
day-night  to  our  club,  at  the  Nag's- Head, 
in  the  Poultry,  you  would  meet  fome  roar- 
ing, rare  boys,  i'faith  :  There's  Jemmy  Per- 
B  3  kins, 
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kins,  the  packer  ;  little  Tom  Simkins,  the 
grocer  j  honcft  Mafter  Muzzle,  the  mid- 
wife— 

Major.   A  goodly  company  ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  then  ibmetimes  we  have 
the  Choice  Spir.ts  from  Comus's  Court,  and 
we  crack  jokes,  and  are  fo  jolly  and  funny  : 
I  have  learnt  myfelf  to  fing  "  An  old  wo- 
man clothed  in  grey."  But  I  durft  not  fing 
out  loud,  becaule  my  wife  would  overhear 
me  ;  and  me  fays  as  how  I  bawl  worfer  than 
the  broom- man. 

Major.  And  you  muft  not  think  of  difo- 
bliging  your  lady. 

Sneak.  I  never  does:  I  never  contradicts 
her,  not  I. 

Major.  That's  right :  fhe  is  a  woman  of 
infinite  merit. 

Sneak.  O,  a  power  .  and  don't  you  think 
fhe  is  very  pretty  withal  ? 

Major.  A  Venus ! 

Sneak.  Yes,  werry  like  Wenus — Mayhap 
you  have  known  her  fome  time? 

A''ajor.  Long. 

Sneak.  Belike,  before  fhe  was  married  ? 

Major.  I  did;  Mafter  Sneak. 

Si'eak.  Ay,  when  (he  was  a  wirgin.  I 
thought  you  was  an  old  acquaintance,  by 
your  kiffing  her  hand  ;  for  we  ben't  quite  fo 
familiar  as  that— But  then,  indeed,  we 
han't  been  married  a  year. 

Major 
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'Major.  The  mere  honey -moon. 

Sneak.  Ay,  ay,  I  fuppofe  we  mall  come 
to  it  by  degrees. 

Bruin  \  wit  bin]  Come  along,  Jane  ;  why 
you  are  as  purfy  and  lazy,  you  jade — 

Enter  Bruin  and  Wife ;  Bruin  with  a  cot- 
ton cap  on  ;  bis  Wife  with  his  wig,  great- 
coat^ and  JiJJoing-rod. 

Bruin.  Come,  Jane,  give  me  my  wig ; 
you  flut,  how  you  have  toufled  the  curls  ? 
Matter  Sneak,  a  good  morning  to  you. 
Sir,  I  am  your  humble  fervant,  unknown. 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Mrs,  Sneak  begs  to  fpeak  with  the 
Major. 

Major.  I  will  wait  on  the  kdy  immedi- 
ately. 

Sneak.  Don't  tarry  an  inftant;  you  can't 
think  how  impatient  me  is.  [Exit  May  r. 

Sneak.  A  good  morrow  to  you,  brother 
Bruin ;  you  have  had  a  warm  walk  acrofs 
the  fields. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Good  lordj  I  am  all  in  a 
muck 

Bruin.  And  who  may  you  thank  for  it, 
hufiy  ?  If  you  had  got  up  time  enough,  you 
might  have  lecur'd  the  ttage  -,  but  you  are  a 
lazy  lie-a-bed. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  There's  Mr.  Sneak  keeps 
my  fitter  a  chay. 

B  4  Bruin. 
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Bruin.  And  fo  he  may  j  but  I  know  bet- 
ter what  to  do  with  my  money:  indeed,  if 
the  war  had  but  continued  awhile,  I  don't 
know  what  mought  ha'  been  done  ;  but  this 
plaguy  psace,  with  a  pox  to't,  has  knock'd 
up  all  the  trade  of  the  Alley. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  For  the  matter  of  that,  we 
Cuii  iifford  it  well  enough  as  it  is. 

Bruin.  And  how  do  you  know  that  ? 
Who  told  you  as  much,  Mrs.  Mixen  ?  I  hope 
I  know  the  world  better  than  to  truft  my 
concerns  with  a  wite  :  no,  no,  thank  you 
for  that,  Mrs.  Jane. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  And  pray  who  is  more  fit- 
terer  to  be  trufted  ? 

Bruin.  Hey-day!  Why,  the  wench  is 
bewitch'd  :  come,  come,  let's  have  none  of 
your  palaver  here — Take  twelve-pence  and 
pay  the  waterman. — But  fir  (I  fee  if  he  has 
broke  none  of  the  pipes — And,  d'ye  hear, 
J..ne,  be  fure  to  lay  the  fiming-rod  fafe. 

[Exit  Mrs. Bruin. 

Sneak.  OJs  me,  how  finely  (he's  manag'd! 
what  would  I  give  to  have  my  wife  as  much 
under ! 

Bruin.  It  is  all  your  own  fault,  brother 
Sneak. 

Sneak.  D'ye  think  fo  ?  fhe  is  a  fweet  pret- 
ty creature. 

Bruin.  A  vixen. 

Sneak. 
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Sneak.  Why,  to  fay  the  truth,  me  does 
now  and  then  hector  a  little  j  and,  between 
ourfelves,  domineers  like  the  devil :  O  Lord, 
I  lead  the  life  of  a  dog  :  why,  ihe  allows  me 
but  two  {hillings  a  week  for  my  pocket. 
Bruin.  No  ! 

Sneak.  No,  man  ;  'tis  me  that  receives 
and  pays  all :  and  then  I  am  forc'd  to  trot 
after  her  to  church,  with  her  cardinal,  pat- 
tens, and  prayer-book,  for  all  the  world  as  if 
I  was  flill  a  'prentice. 

Bruin.  Zounds !  I  would  foufe  them  all 
in  the  kennel. 

Sneak.  I  durft  not — And  then  at  table,  I 
never  gets  what  I  loves. 
Bruin.  The  devil ! 

Sneak.  No  ;  me  always  helps  me  herfelf 
to  the  tough  drumfticks  of  turkies,  and  the 
damn'd  fat  flaps  of  moulders  of  mutton  ;  I 
don't  think  I  have  eat  a  bit  of  under-cruft 
fince  we  have  been  married :  you  fee,  bro- 
ther Bruin,  I  am  almoft  as  thin  as  a  lath. 
Bruin.  An  abfolute  fkeleton  ! 
Sneak.  N0w,  if  you  think  I  could  carry 
my  point,  I  would  fo  fwinge  and  leather 
my  lambkin ;  God,  I  would  fo  curry  and 
claw  her. 

Bruin.  By  the  lord  Harry,  me  richly  de- 
fer ves  it. 

Sneak.  Will  you,  brother,  lend  me  a  lift  ? 
Bruin.  Command  me  at  all  times. 

Sneak 
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Sneak.  Why  then,  I  will  verily  pluck  up  a 
fpirit;  and  the  firft  time  me  offers  to  — 

Mrs.  Sneak,  [within]  Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak  ! 

Sneak.  Gad's  my  life,  lure  as  a  gun  that's 
her  voice:  look-ye,  brother,  I  don't  chufe 
to  breed  a  difturbance  in  another  body's 
houfe ;  but  as  foon  as  ever  I  get  home — 

Bruin.  Now  is  your  time. 

Sneak.  No,  no  ;   it  would  not  be  decent. 

Mrs.  Sneak,  [within J  Jerry  !  Jerry  !  — 

Sneak.  I  come,  lovy.  But  you  will  be  fure 
to  ftand  by  me  ? 

Bruin.  Trot,  nincompoop. 

Sneak.  Well,  if  I  don't— I  wifh— 

Mrs.  Sneak,  [within.]  Where  is  this  lazy 
puppy  a-loitering  ? 

Sneak.  I  come,  chuck,  as  faft  as  I  can  — 
Good  Lord,  what  a  fad  life  do  I  lead  ! 

[Exit  Sneak. 

Bruin.  Ex  quovis  linguo  :  who  can  make 
a  filk  purfe  of  a  fow's  ear  ? 

Enter  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  yac.  Come,  fon  Bruin,  we  are  all 
feated  at  table,  man ;  we  have  but  juft.  time 
for  a  fnack  :  the  candidates  are  near  upon 
comiog. 

Bruin.  A  poor,  paltry,  mean-fpirited  — 
Damn  it,  before  I  would  iubmit  to  fuch  a — 

£/>  Jac.  Come,  come,  man  ;  don't  be  fo 
crufty. 

Bruin. 
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Bruin.  I  follow,  Sir  Jacob :  Damme, 
when  once  a  man  gives  up  his  prerogative, 
he  might  as  well  give  up— But,  however,  it 
is  no  bread  and  butter  of  mine — Jerry,  Jerry ! 
Zounds,  I  would  Jerry  and  jerk  her 
too.  [Exit. 

End  of  the  Firfl  Aft. 


ACT     II.      SCENE    continues. 

Sir  JACOB,  Major  STURGEON,  Mr.  and  Mrs* 
BRUIN,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  SNEAK,  difcovered. 

Mrs.  Sneak. 

INDEED,  Major,  not  a  grain  of  curiofity. 
Can  it  be  thought  that  we,  who  have  a 
Lord- Mayor's  (how  every  year,  can  take  any 
pleafure  in  this  ? 

Major.  In  time  of  war,  madam,  thefe 
meetings  are  not  amifs  j  I  fancy  a  man 
might  pick  up  a  good  many  recruits  :  but  in 
thefe  piping  times  of  peace,  I  wonder  Sir  Ja- 
cob permits  it. 

Sir  Jac.  It  would,  Major,  coft  me  my  po- 
pularity to  quam  it  :  the  common  people  are 
as  fond  of  their  cuftoms  as  the  barons  were 
of  their  Magna  Charta  :  befides,  my  tenants 
make  fome  little  advantage. 

Enter 
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Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Crifpin  Heel-Tap,  with  the  elector?, 
are  fet  out  from  the  Adam  and  Eve. 

Sir  Jac.  Gad-fo,  then  they  will  foon  be 
upon  us :  come,  good  folks,  the  balcony 
will  give  us  the  beft  view  of  the  whole.  Ma- 
jor, you  will  take  the  ladies  under  protection. 

Major.  Sir  Jacob,  I  am  upon  guard. 

Sir  Jac.  I  can  tell  you,  this  Heel-Tap  is 
an  arch  rafcal. — 

Sneak.  And  plays  the  beft  game  at  crib- 
bage  in  the  whole  corporation  of  Garratt. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  That  puppy  will  always  be 
a-chattering. 

Sneak.   Nay,  I  did  but — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Hold  your  tongue,  or  I'll 
fend  you  home  in  an  inftant — 

Sir  Jac.  Pr'ythee,  daughter  ! — You  may 
to-day,  Major,  meet  with  fomething  that 
will  put  you  in  mind  of  more  important 
transactions. 

Major.   Perhaps  fo. 

Sir  Jac.  Lack-a-day,  all  men  are  alike  ; 
their  principles  exactly  the  fame  :  for  tho* 
art  and  education  may  difguife  or  polim  the 
manners,  the  fame  motives  and  fprings  are 
univerfally  planted. 

Major.  Indeed  ! 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  in  this  mob,  this  group 
of  plebeians,  you  will  meet  with  materials  to 
make  a  Sylla,  a  Cicero,  a  Solon,  or  a  Caefar  : 

let 
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let  them  but  change  conditions,  and  the 
world's  great  lord  had  been  but  the  beft 
wreftler  on  the  green. 

Major.  Ay,  ay,  I  could  have  told  thefe 
things  formerly ;  but  fince  I  have  been  in 
the  army,  I  have  entirely  negle&ed  the 
clafTes.  \_Mob  without  huzza. 

Sir  Jac.  But  the  heroes  are  at  hand,  Major. 

Sneak.  Father  Sir  Jacob,  might  not  we 
have  a  tankard  of  ftingo  above  ? 

Sir  Jac.  By  all  means. 

Sneak.  D'ye  hear,  Roger. 

[Exeunt  into  the  balcony. 

SCENE,     a     STREET. 
Enter  Mob,  with  Heel-Tap  at  their  head ; 

fome  crying  a  Goofe  ;  others  a  Mug ;  others 

a  Primmer. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence,  there  ;  filence ! 

i/?.  Mob.  Hear  neighbour  Heel- Tap. 

2.d.  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  Crifpin. 

3</.  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  him,  hear  Crifpin  : 
He  will  put  us  into  the  model  of  the  thing 
at  once. 

Heel-Tap.  Why  then,  filence  !  I  fay. 

All.  Silence. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence,  and  let  us  proceed, 
neighbours,  with  all  the  decency  and  con- 
fufion  ufual  upon  thefe  occafions. 

\jl.  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  there  is  no  doing  with- 
out that. 

All. 


3° 


THE      MAYOR 


AIL  No,  no,  no. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence  then,  and  keep  the 
peace  :  what,  is  there  no  refpecl:  paid  to  au- 
thority ?  am  not  I  the  returning  officer  ? 

AIL  Ay,  ay,  ay. 

Heel-Tap.  Choien  by  yourfelves,  and  ap- 
proved of  by  Sir  Jacob  ? 

All.  True,  true. 

Heel-Tap.  Well  then,  be  filent  and  civil ; 
ftand  back  there,  that  gentleman  without  a 
fhirt,  and  make  room  for  your  betters: 
Where's  Simon  Snuffle  the  Sexton  ? 

Snufjk.  Here. 

•  Heel  Tap.  Let  him  come  forward ;  we  ap- 
point him  our  fecretary  :  for  Simon  is  a  fcol- 
lard,  and  can  read  written  hand  ;  and  fo  let 
him  be  refpected  accordingly. 

$d  Mob.  Room  for  Matter  Snuffle. 

Heel-Tap.  Here,  ftand  by  me :  and  let  us, 
neighbours,  proceed  to  open  the  premunire 
of  the  thing  :  but  firft,  your  reverence  to  the 
lord  of  the  manor  :  a  long  life  and  a  merry 
one  to  our  landlord  Sir  Jacob  !  Huzza  1 

Mob.  Huzza! 

Sneak.  How  fares  it,  honeft  Crifpin  ? 

Heel-Tap.  Servant,  Matter  Sneak. — Let 
us  now  open  the  premunire  of  the  thing, 
which  I  fhall  do  briefly,  with  all  the  loqua- 
city pofilble  ;  that  is,  in  a  medium  wayj 
which,  that  we  may  the  better  do  it,  let  the 
fecretary  read  the  qames  of  the  candidates, 

and 
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and  what  they  fay  for  themfelves ;  and  then 
we  mail  know  what  to  fay  of  them  :  Matter 
Snuffle,  begin. 

Snuffle.  "  To  the  worthy  inhabitants  of 
"  the  ancient  corporation  of  Garratt :  Gen- 
"  tlemen,  your  votes  and  intereft  are  hum- 
*c  bly  requefted  in  favour  of  Timothy 
'«  Goofe,  to  fucceed  your  late  worthy  may- 
"  or,  Mr.  Richard  Dripping,  in  the  faid 
"  office,  he  being"  

Heel-Tap.  This  Goofe  is  but  a  kind  of 
Coding,  a  fort  of  fneaking  fcoundrel :  who 
is  he  ? 

Snuffle.  A  journeyman  taylor,  from  Put- 
ney. 

Heel-Tap.  A  journeyman  taylor  !  A  raf- 
cal,  has  he  the  impudence  to  tranfpire  to  be 
mayor  ?  D'ye  confider,  neighbours,  the 
weight  of  this  office  ?  Why,  it  is  a  burthen 
for  the  back  of  a  porter ;  and  can  you  think 
that  this  crofs-legg'd  cabbage-eating  fon  of 
a  cucumber,  this  whey-fac'd  ninny,  who  is 
but  the  ninth  part  of  a  man,  has  ftrength 
to  fupport  it  ? 

ifl  Mob.  No  Goofe  !    no  Goofe  ! 

zd  Mob.  A  Goofe! 

Heel-Tap.  Hold  your  hiding,  and  proceed 
to, the  next. 

Snuffle.  "  Your  votes  are  defired  for  Mat- 
"  thevv  Mug." 

ift  Mob.  A  Mug  !    A  Mug  ! 

Heel- 
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Heel-Tap.  Oh,  oh,  what  you  are  all  ready 
to  have  a  touch  of  the  tankard  :  but,  fair 
and  foft,  good  iK-ighbours,  let  us  tafte  this 
Matter  Mug,  before  we  fwallow  him  ;  and, 
unlefs  I  am  miftaken,  you  will  find  him  a 
damn'd  bitter  draught. 

iji  Mob.  A  Mug !    a  Mug ! 

zd  Mob.  Hear  him  ;  hear  Mailer  Heel- 
Tap. 

ift  Mob.  A  Mug  !    a  Mug ! 

Heel-Tap.  Harkye,  you  fellow,  with  your 
mouth  full  of  Mug,  let  me  afk  you  a  quef- 
tion  :  bring  him  forward  :  pray  is  not  this 
Matthew  Mu<$  a  victualler  ? 

3^  Mob.  I  believe  he  may. 

Heel-Tap.  And  lives  at  the  fign  of  the 
Adam  and  Eve  ? 

^d  Mob.  I  believe  he  may. 

Heel-Tap.  Now  anfwer  upon  your  ho- 
nour, and  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  what  is 
the  prefent  price  of  a  quart  of  home-brew'd 
at  the  Adam  and  Eve  ? 

3^  Mob.  I  don't  know. 

Heel-Tap.  You  lie,  firrah  :  an't  it  a  groat  ? 

$d  Mob.  I  believe  it  may. 

Heel-Tap.  Oh,  may  be  fo :  now,  neigh- 
bours, here's  a  pretty  rafcal  ;  this  fame 
Mug,  becaufe,  d'ye  fee,  ftate-affairs  would 
not  jog  glibly  without  laying  a  farthing  a 
quart  upon  ale  ;  this  fcoundrel,  not  content- 
ed 
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ed  to  take  things  in  a  medium  way,  has  had 
the  impudence  to  raife  it  a  penny. 

Mob.  No  Mug  !    no  Mug  ! 

Heel-Tap.  So,  I  thought  I  {hould  crack 
Mr.  Mug.  Come,  proceed  to  the  next,  Si- 
mon. 

Snuffle.  The  next  upon  the  lift  is  Peter 
Primmer,  the  fchoolmafter. 

Heel-Tap.  Ay,  neighbours,  and  a  fuffi- 
cient  man  :  let  me  tell  you,  Mafter  Prim- 
mer  is  the  man  for  my  money  5  a  man  of 
learning  j  that  can  lay  down  the  law ;  why, 
adzooks,  he  is  wife  enough  to  puzzle  the 
parfon  :  and  then,  how  you  have  heard  him 
oration  at  the  Adam  and  Eve  of  a  Saturday 
night,  about  Ruffia  and  Pruflia :  Ecod, 
George  Gage  the  excifeman  is  nothing  at  all 
to  un. 

Arth  Mob.  A  Primmer  ! 

Heel-Tap .  Ay,  if  the  folks  above  did  but 
know  him ;  why,  lads,  he  will  make  us  all 
flatefmen  in  time. 

zd  Mob.  Indeed ! 

Heel-Tap.  Why,  he  fwears  as  how  all 
the  mifcarriages  are  owing  to  the  great  peo- 
ple's not  learning  to  read, 

^d  Mob.  Indeed  ! 

Heel-Tap.  For,  fays  Peter,  fays  he,  if  they 
would  but  once  fubmit  to  be  learned  by  me, 
there  is  no  knowing  to  what  a  pitch  the  na- 
tion might  rife. 

C  i 
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ifl  Mob.  Ay,  I  wim  they  would. 

Sneak.  Crifpin,  what  is  Peter  Primmer  a 
candidate  ? 

Heel-Tap.  He  is,  Mafter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Lord,  I  know  him,  mun,  as  well 
as  my  mother  :  why,  I  ufed  to  go  to  his  lec- 
tures to  Pewterers-hall  'long  with  deputy 
Firkin. 

Heel-Tap.  Like  enough. 

Sneak.  Odds-me,  brother  Bruin,  can  you 
tell  what  is  become  of  my  vife  ? 

Bruin.  She  is  gone  oft  with  the  Major. 

Sneak.  Mayhap  to  take  a  walk  in  the  gar- 
den ;  I  will  go  and  take  a  peep  at  what  they 
are  doing.  [Exit  Sneak. 

Mob  without  huzza. 

Heel-Tap.  Gad-lb !  the  candidates  are 
coming.  Come,  neighbours,  range  your- 
ielves  to  the  right  and  left,  that  you  may  be 
canvafs'd  in  order :  let  us  fee  who  comes 
rirft? 

i ft  Mob.  Mafter  Mug. 

Heel-Tap.  Now^  neighbours,  have  a  good 
caution  that  this  Mafter  Mug  does  not  ca- 
jole you  j  he  is  a  damn'd  palavering  fellow. 

Enter  Matthew  Mug. 

Mug.  Gentlemen,  I  am  the  loweft  of 
your  Saves :  Mr.  Keel-Tap,  have  the  ho- 
nctir  of  killing  your  hand.  • 

Heel-Tap.  There,  did  not  I  tell  you? 

Mug. 
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Mug.  Ah,  my  very  good  friend,  I  hope 
your  father  is  well  ? 

i  ft  Mob.  He  is  dead. 

Mug.  So  he  is.  Mr.  Grub,  if  my  wi/hes 
prevail,  your  very  good  wife  is  in  health. 

zd  Mob.  Wife  !  I  never  was  married. 

Mug.  No  more  you  were.  Well,  neigh- 
bours and  friends — Ah  !  what  honeft  Dick 
Bennet. 

3^  Mob.  My  name  is  Gregory  Gubbins. 

Mug.  You  are  right,  it  is  fo ;  and  how 
fares  it  with  good  Mafter  Gubbins  ? 

$d  Mob.  Pretty  tight,  Mafter  Mug. 

Mug.  I  am  exceedingly  happy  to  hear  it. 

tfh  Mob.  Harkye,  Mafter  Mug. 

Mug.  Your  pleafure,  my  very  dear  friend  ? 

Ajh  Mob.  Why  as  how,  and  concerning 
our  young  one  at  home. 

Mug.  Right  j  fhe  is  a  prodigious  promif- 
ing  girl. 

Ajh  Mob.  Girl !  Zooks,  why  'tis  a  boy. 

Mug.  True  ;  a  fine  boy  !  I  love  and  ho- 
nour the  child. 

Arth  Mob.  Nay,  'tis  none  fuch  a  child ; 
but  you  promis'd  to  get  un  a  place. 

Mug.  A  place  !   what  place  ? 

^.th  Mob.  Why,  a  gentleman's  fervice,  you 
know. 

Mug.  It  is  done  ;  it  is  fix'd  ;  it  is  fettled.; 

4^/6  Mob.  And  when  is  the  lad  to  take  on? 

Mug.  He  muft  go  in  a  fortnight  at  fartheft. 
C  2  #  Mob.- 
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^th  Mob.  And  is  it  a  pretty  goodifh  birth, 
Matter  Mug  ? 

Mug.  The  bed  in  the  world  ;  head  but- 
ler to  lady  Barbara  Bounce. 

ifb  Moh.  A  lady  ! 

Mug.  The  wages  are  not  much,  but  the 
vails  are  amazing. 

4tb  Mob.  Barbara  Bunch  ? 

Mug.  Yes  ;  fhe  has  routs  on  Tuefdays  and 
Sundays,  and  he  gathers  the  tables;  only  he 
finds  candles,  cards,  coffee,  and  tea. 

4//J  Mob.  Is  Lady  Barbara's  work  pretty 
tight  ? 

Mug.  As  good  as  a  fine-cure;  he  only 
writes  cards  to  her  company,  and  drefles  his 
miftrefs's  hair. 

4/£  Mob.  Hair !  Zounds,  why  Jack  was 
bred  to  drefling  of  horfes. 

Mug.  True  ;  but  he  is  fuffered  to  do  that 
by  deputy. 

^th  Mob.  May  be  fo. 

Mug.  It  is  fo.  Harkye,  dear  Heel-Tap, 
who  is  this  fellow  ?  I  mould  remember  his 
face. 

Heel-Tap.  And  don't  you  ? 

Mug.  Not  I,  I  profels. 

Heel-Tap.  No! 

Mug.  No. 

Heel-Tap.  Well  faid,  Mafter  Mug ;  but 
come,  time  wears  :  have  you  any  thing  more 
to  fay  to  the  Corporation  ? 

,  Mug. 
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Mug.  Gentlemen  of  the  Corporation  of 
Garratt. 

Heel-Tap.  Now,  twig  him  j  now,  mind 
him  :  mark  how  he  hawls  his  mufcles  about. 

Mug.  The  honour  I  this  day  folicit,  will 
be  to  me  the  moft  honourable  honour  that 
can  be  conferr'd ;  and,  mould  I  fucceed, 
you,  gentlemen,  may  cjepend  on  my  ufmg 
my  utmoft  endeavours  to  promote  the  good 
of  the  borough  ;  for  which  purpofe,  the  en- 
couragement of  your  trade  and  manufactories 
will  moft  principally  tend.  Garratt,  it  muft 
be  own'd,  is  an  inland  town,  and  has  not, 
like  Wandfworth,  and  Fulham,  and  Putney, 
the  glorious  advantage  of  a  port ;  but  what 
nature  has  denied,  induftry  may  fupply : 
cabbage,  carrots,  and  colly-flowers,  may  be 
deemed,  at  prefent,  your  ftaple  commodi- 
ties j  but  why  mould  not  your  commerce  be 
extended  ?  Were  I,  gentlemen,  worthy  to 
advife,  I  mould  recommend  the  opening  a 
new  branch  of  trade;  fparagrafs,  gentlemen, 
the  manufacturing  of  fparagrafs  :  Batterfea, 
I  own,  gentlemen,  bears,  at  prefent,  tjie 
belle;  but  where  lies  the  fault?  Jn  our- 
felves,  gentlemen  :  let  us,  gentlemen,  but 
exert  our  natural  ftrength,  and  I  will  take  .up- 
on me  to  fay,  that  a  hundred  of  grafs  from 
the  Corporation  of  Garratt,  will  in  a  fhort 
time,  at  the  London  market,  be  held,  at  lead, 
as  an  equivalent  to  a  Batterfea  bundle, 

Mob.  A  Mug !  a  Mug  ! 

C3  Heel- 

'' 
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Heel-Tap.  Damn  the  fellow,  what  a  tongup 
he  has !  God,  I'muft  ftep -in,  or  he  will 
carry  the  day.  Harkce,  Mailer  Mug  ! 

Mug.  Your  pleafure,  my  very  good  friend? 

Heel-Tap.  No  ftummering  me  :  I  tell 
thee,  Matthew,  'twon't  do :  why,  as  to  this 
article  of  altr  here,  how  comes  it  about  that 
you  have  rais'd  it  a  penny  a  quart  ? 

Mug.  A  word  in  your  ear,  Crifpin ;  you 
and  your  friends  mall  have  it  at  three  pence. 

Heel-Tap.  What,  firrah,  d'ye  offer  a 
bribe !  D'ye  dare  to  corrupt  me,  you 
fcoundrel ! 

Mug.  Gentlemen 

Heel-Tap.  Here,  neighbours ;  the  fellow 
has  offcr'd  to  bate  a  penny  a  quart,  if  fo  be 
as  how  I  would  be  confenting  to  impofe  up- 
on you. 

Mob.  No  Mug  !   no  Mug  ! 

Mug.  Neighbours,  friends 

Mob.  No  Mug  ! 

Mug.  I  believe  this  is  the  firft  borough 
that  ever  was  loft  by  the  returning  officer's 
refuting  a  bribe.  [Exit  Mug. 

2d  Mob.  Let  us  go  and  pull  down  his  fign. 

Heel-Tap.  Hold,  hold,  no  riot :  but  that 
we  may  not  give  Mug  time  to  pervert  the 
votes  and  carry  the  day,  let  us  proceed  to  the 
election. 

Mob.  Agreed  !  agreed  ! 

[Exit  Heel-Tap,  and  Mob. 
•Sir 
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Sir  Jacob,  Bruin,  and  Wife,  come  from  the 
balcony. 

Sir  Jac.  Well,  fon  Bruin,  how  d'ye  re- 
li£h  the  Corporation  of  Garratt  ? 

Bruin.  Why,  lookye,  Sir  Jacob,  my 
way  is  always  to  fpeak  what  i  think :  I 
don't  approve  on't  at  all. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  No ! 

Sir  Jac.  And  what's  your  objection  ? 

Bruin.  Why,  I  was  never  over-fond  of 
your  May-games.:  befides,  corporations  are 
too  ferious  things  -,  they  are  edge-tools,  Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  That  they  are  frequently  tools, 
I  can  readily  grant :  but  I  never  heard  much 
of  their  edge. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Well  now,  I  proteft,  I  am 
pleas'd  with  it  mightily. 

Bruin.  And  who  the  devil  doubts  it? — 
You  women  folks  are  eafily  pleas'd. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Well,  I  like  it  fo  well,  that 
I  hope  to  fee  one  every  year. 

Bruin.  Do  you  ?  Why  then  you  will  be 
damnably  bit  j  you  may  take  your  leave  I 
can  tell  you,  for  this  is  the  laft  you  (hall  fee. 

Sir  Jac.  Fye,  Mr.  Bruin,  how  can  you 
be  fuch  a  bear  :  is  that  a  manner  of  treating 
your  wife  ? 

Bruin.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  would  have 

pie  fuch  a  fniveling  fot  as  your  fon- in- law 

C   .  Sneak> 
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Sneak,  to  truckle  and  cringe,  to  fetch   and 
to  — 

Enter  Sneak,  in  a  violent  hurry. 

Sneak.  Where's  brother  Bruin  ?  O  Lord  ! 
brother,  I  have  fuch  a  difmal  flory  to  tell 
you  — 

Bruin.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sneak.  Why,  you  know  I  went  into  tho 
garden  to  look  for  my  vife  and  the  Major, 
and  there  I  hunted  and  hunted  as  (harp  as 
if  it  had  been  for  one  of  my  own  minikens; 
but  the  deuce  a  Major  or  Madam  could  I 
fee  :  at  laft,  a  thought  came  into  my  head 
to  look  for  them  up  in  the  fummer-houfe. 

Bruin.   And  there  you  found  them  ? 

Sneak.  I'll  tell  you,  the  door  was  lock'd  ; 
and  then  I  look'd  thro'  the  key-hole  :  and, 
there,  Loid  a  mercy  upon  us  !  [tybijpcn] 
as  fure  as  a  gun. 

Bruin.  Indeed  !  Zounds,  why  did  not  you 
break  open  the  door  ? 

Sneak.  I  durft  not  :  what,  would  you 
have  me  fet  my  wit  to  a  foldier  ?  I  warrant, 
the  Major  would  have  knock'd  me  down 
with  one  of  his  boots  ;  for  1  could  fee  they 
were  both  of  them  off. 

Bruin.  Very  well  !  Pretty  doings  !  You 
fee,  Sir  Jacob,  thele  are  the  fruits  of  indul- 
gence :  you  may  cull  me  bear,  but  your 


daughter  mail  never  make  me  a  bft 


Mob. 
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Mob  huzzas. 

Sir  Jac.  Hey-day  !  What  is  the  election 
over  already  ? 

Enter  Crifpin,  &c. 

Heel-Tap.  Where  is  mafter  Saeak  ? 

Sneak.  Here,  Crifpin. 

Heel-Tap.  The  ancient  Corporation  of  Gar- 
ratt,  in  confederation  of  your  great  parts  and 
abilities,  and  out  of  refpecl:  to  their  landlord, 
Sir  Jacob,  have  unanimously  chofen  you 
mayor. 

Sneak.  Me !  huzza !  good  Lord,  who 
would  have  thought  it :  but  how  come 
Mafter  Primmer  to  lofe  it  ? 

Heel-Tap.  Why,  Phill  Fleam  had  told  the 
electors,  that  Mafter  Primmer  was  an  Irim- 
man  ;  and  fo  they  would  none  ofthem  give 
their  vote  for  a  foreigner. 

Sneak.  So  then,  I  have  it  for  certain : 
Huzza  !  Now,  brother  Bruin,  you  (hall  fee 
how  I'll  manage  my  Madam :  Gad,  I'll 
make  her  know  I  am  a  man  of  authority ; 
(he  (han't  think  to  bullock  and  domineer 
over  me. 

Bruin.  Now  for  it,  Sneak ;  the  enemy's 
at  hand. 

Sneak.  You  promife  to  ftand  by  me,  bro- 
ther Bruin. 

Bruin.  Tooth  and  nail. 
Sneak.  Then  now  for  it ;   I  am  ready,  let 
her  come  when  (he  will. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Sneak, 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Where  is  the  puppy  ? 

^neak.  Yes,  yes,  me  is  axing  for  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  So,  fot  -y  what,  is  this  true 
that  I  hear  ? 

Sneak.  May  be  'tis,  may  be  'tan't :  I  don't 
chufe  to  truft  my  affairs  with  a  voman.  Is 
that  right,  brother  Bruin  ? 

Bruin.  Fine  !   don't  bate  her  an  inch. 

Sneak.  Stand  by  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Hey-day !  I  am  amaz'd ! 
Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Sneak.  The  meaning  is  plain,  that  I  am 
grown  a  man,  and  vil  do  what  I  pleafe,  with- 
out being  accountable  to  nobody. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  the  fellow  is  furely 
bewitch'd. 

Sneak.  No,  i  am  unwitch'd,  and  that  you 
mail  know  to  your  coft  ;  and  fmce  you  pro- 
voke me,  I  will  tell  you  a  bit  of  my  mind  : 
what,  I  am  the  hufband,  I  hope  ? 

Bruin.  That's  right :   at  her  again. 

Sneak.  Yes ;  and  you  (han't  think  to  hec- 
tor and  domineer  over  me  as  you  have  done; 
for  I'll  go  to  the  club  when  I  pleafe,  and  ftay 
out  as  late  as  I  lift,  and  row  in  a  boat  to  Put- 
ney on  Sundays,  and  wiiit  my  friends  at  Vit- 
fontide,  and  keep  the  key  of  the  till,  and 
help  myfelf  at  table  to  vhat  vittles  I  like,  and 
I'll  have  a  bit  of  the  brown. 

Bruin. 
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Bruin.  Bravo,  brother  !  Sneak,  the  day'? 
your  own. 

Sneak.  An't  it  ?  vhy,  I  did  not  think  it 
vas  in  me  :  (hall  I  tell  her  all  I  know  ? 

Bruin.  Every  thing  ;  you  fee  (he  is  ftruck 
dumb. 

Sneak.  As  an  oyfter  :  befides,  madam,  I 
have  fomething  furder  to  tell  you  :  ecod,  if 
fome  folks  go  into  gardens  with  Majors, 
mayhap  other  people  may  go  into  garrets 
with  maids. — There,  I  gave  it  her  home, 
brother  Bruin. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  doodle  !  jackanapes  I 
harkee,  who  am  I  ? 

Sneak.  Come,  don't  go  to  call  names :  am 
I  ?  vhy  my  vife,  and  I  am  your  matter. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  My  mafter !  you  paltry,  pud- 
dling puppy  y  you  fneaking,  fhabby,  fcrub- 
by,  fniveling  whelp ! 

Sneak.  Brother  Bruin,  don't  let  her  come 
near  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Have  I,  firrah,  demean'd 
myfelf  to  wed  fuch  a  thing,  fuch  a  reptile 
as  thee  !  Have  I  not  made  myfelf  a  bye- 
word  to  all  my  acquaintance  !  Don't  all  the 
world  cry,  Lord,  who  would  have  thought 
it !  Mifs  Molly  Jollup  to  be  married  to 
Sneak  !  to  take  up  at  laft  with  fuch  a  noodle 
as  he ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  glad  enough  you  could 
catch  me  :  you  know,  you  was  pretty  near 
your  laft  legs, 
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Mrs.  Sneak.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  confi- 
dent cur  ?  My  laft  legs !  Why,  all  the  coun- 
try knows,  I  could  have  pick'd  and  chus'd 
where  I  would  :  did  not  I  refufe  'Squire 
Ap-Griffith  from  Wales?  did  not  Counfel- 
lor  Crab  come  a  courting  a  twelvemonth  ? 
did  not  Mr.  Wort,  the  great  brewer  of 
Brentford,  make  an  offer  that  I  fliould  keep 
my  poft-chay  ? 

Sneak.  Nay,  brother  Bruin,  fhe  has  had 
werry  good  proffers,  that  is  certain. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  My  laft  legs  ! — but  I  can  rein 
my  paflion  no  longer  j  let  me  get  at  the  vil- 
lain. 

Bruin.  O  fye,  fifter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Hold  her  faft. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Mr.  Bruin,  unhand  me : 
what,  it  is  you  that  have  ftirred  up  thefe 
coals  then ;  he  is  fet  on  by  you  to  abufe  me. 

Bruin.  Not  I ;  I  would  only  have  a  man 
behave  like  a  man. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  What,  and  are  you  to  teach 
him,  I  warrant — But  here  comes  the  Major. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon. 

Oh  Major!  fuch  a  riot  and  rumpus!  Like 
a  man  indeed  !  I  wifti  people  would  mind 
their  own  affairs,  and  not  meddle  with  mat- 
ters that  does  not  concern  them  :  but  all  in 
good  time  ;  I  mall  one  day  catch  him  alone, 
when  he  has  not  his  bullies  to  back  him. 

Sneak. 
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Sneak.  Adod,  that's  true,  brother  Bruin  j 
what  fhall  I  do  when  fhe  has  me  at  home, 
and  nobody  by  but  ourfelves  ? 

Bruin.  If  you  get  her  once  under,  you 
may  do  with  her  whatever  you  will. 

Major.  Look  ye,  Mafter  Bruin,  I  don't 
know  how  this  behaviour  may  fuit  with  a 
citizen  ;  but,  were  you  an  officer,  and  Major 
Sturgeon  upon  your  court-martial — 

Bruin.  What  then  ? 

Major.  Then !  why  then  you  would  be 
broke. 

Bruin.  Broke !   and  for  what  ? 

Major.  What !  read  the  articles  of  war : 
but  thefe  things  are  out  of  your  fpear  -,  points 
of  honour  are  for  the  fons  of  the  fword. 

Sneak.  Honour !  if  you  come  to  that, 
where  was  your'  honour  when  you  got  my 
vife  in  the  garden  ? 

Major.  Now,  Sir  Jacob,  this  is  the  curfe 
of  our  cloth :  all  fufpedled  for  the  faults  ef 
a  few. 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  not  without  reafon;  I 
heard  of  your  tricks  at  the  king  of  Bohemy, 
when  you  was  campaining  about,  I  did  :  fa- 
ther Sir  Jacob,  he  is  as  wicious  as  an  old  ram. 

Major.  Stop  whilft  you  are  fafe,  Mafter 
Sneak  ;  for  the  fake  of  your  amiable  lady,  I 
pardon  what  is  paft — But  for  you — 

Bruin.  Well. 

^  Dread  the  whole  force  of  my  fury. 

Bruin. 
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Bruin.  Why,  lookye,  Major  Sturgeon-,  t 
don't  much  care  for  your  poppers  and  marps, 
becaufe  why,  they  are  out  of  my  way  j  but 
if  you  will  doff  with  your  boots,  and  box  a 
couple  of  bouts 

Major.  Box  !  box  !  blades  !  bullets !  Bag- 
fhot! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Not  for  the  world,  my  dear 
Major  !  oh,  rifk  not  fo  precious  a  life.  Un- 
grateful wretches !  and  is  this  the  reward 
for  all  the  great  feats  he  has  done  ?  Alter 
all  his  marchings,  his  foufings,  his  fweat- 
ings,  his  fwhnmings ;  muft  his  dear  blood 
be  fpilt  by  a  broker  ! 

Major*  Be  fatisfy'd,  fweet  Mrs.  Sneak; 
thefe  little  fracafes  we  foldiers  are  fubject  to  j 
trifles,  bagatailes,  Mrs.  Sneak :  But  that  mat- 
ters may  be  conducted  in  a  military  manner,  I 
will  get  our  chaplain  to  pen  me  a  challenge. 
Expect  to  hear  from  my  adjutant. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Major,  Sir  Jacob  ;  what,  are 

you  all  leagu'd  againft  his  dear A  man  ! 

yes,  a  very  manly  action  indeed  to  fet  mar- 
ried people  a  quarreling,  and  ferment  a  dif- 
ference between  hufband  and  wife  :  if  you 
were  a  man,  you  would  not  {land  by  and  fee 
a  poor  woman  beat  and  abus'd  by  a  brute, 
you  would  not. 

Sneak.  Oh  Lord,  I  can  hold  out  no  longer ! 
why,  brother  Bruin,  you  have  fet  her  a  veep- 
ing :  my  life,  my  lovy,  don't  veep :  did  I 

ever 
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ever  think  I  fhould  have  made  my  Molly  to 
veep  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Laft  legs !  you  lubberly — 

[Strikes  him. 

Sir  Jac.  Oh,  fye  !  Molly. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  What,  are  you  leagu'd  againfl 
me,  Sir  Jacob  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Prithee,  don't  expofe  yourfelf 
before  the  whole  parifti :  but  what  has  been 
the  occafion  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why  has  not  he  gone  and 
made  himfelf  the  fool  of  the  fair  ?  Mayor  of 
Garratt  indeed  !  ecod,  I  could  trample  him 
under  my  feet. 

Sneak.  Nay,  why  mould  you  grudge  me 
my  purfarment  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  an 
oaf?  why  thee  wilt  be  pointed  at  wherever 
thee  goeft  :  lookye,  Jerry,  mind  what  I  fay ; 
go,  get  'em  to  chufe  fomebody  elfe,  or  never 
come  near  me  again.  ; 

Sneak.  What  (hall  I  do,  father  Sir  Jacob? 

Sir  Jac.  Nay,  daughter,  you  take  this 
thing  in  too  ferious  a  light;  my  honeft  neigh- 
.bours  thought  to  compliment  me:  but  come, 
we'll  fettle  the  bufinefs  at  once.  Neighbours, 
my  fon  Sneak  being  feldom  amongft  us,  the 
duty  will  never  be  done,  fo  we  will  get  our 
honeft  friend  Heel-Tap  to  execute  the  of- 
fice ;  he  is,  I  think,  every  way  qualified. 

Mob.  A  Heel-Tap ! 

Heel-Tap.  What  d'ye  mean,  as  Mafter 
Jeremy's  deputy  ?  Sir 
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Sir  Jac.  Ay,  ay,  his  Locum  Tenens. 

Sneak.  Do,  Crifpin ;  do  be  my  Locum 
Tenens. 

Heel-Tap.  Give  me  your  hand,  Mafter 
Sneak,  and  to  oblige  you  I  will  be  the  Lo- 
cum Tenens. 

Sir  Jac.  So,  that  is  fettled  ;  but  now  to 
heal  the  other  breach  :  come,  Major,  the 
gentlemen  of  your  cloth  feldom  bear  malice ; 
let  me  interpofe  between  you  and  my  fon. 

Major.  Your  fon-in-law,  Sir  Jacob,  does 
deferve  a  caftigation ;  but,  on  recollection,  a 
cit  would  but  fully  my  arms.  I  forgive  him. 

Sir  Jac.  That's  right;  as  a  token  of 
amity,  and  to  celebrate  our  feaft,  let  us  call 
in  the  fiddles.  Now  if  the  Major  had  but 
his  (hoes,  he  might  join  in  a  country-dance. 

Major.  Sir  Jacob,  no  fhoes,  a  Major  muft 
be  never  out  of  his  boots ;  always  ready  for 
action .  Mrs.  Sneak  will  find  me  lightiome 
enough. 

Sneak.  What  are  all  the  vomen  engaged  ? 
why  then  my  Locum  Tenens  and  I  will  jig 
together.  Forget  and  forgive,  Major. 

Major.  Freely. 

Nor  be  it  faid,  that,  after  all  my  toil, 
I  ftain'd  my  regimentals  by  a  broil. 
To  you  I  dedicate  boots,  fword,  and  fliield, 
Sir  Jac.  As  harmlefs  in  the  chamber  jis 
the  field. 

THE      END. 
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PREFACE 

4  S  //6/V  is  the  loft  opportunity  I  Jhall  have 
of  addr effing  the  public  this  year,  I  think 
it  my  duty  to  return  them  my  warmejl  acknow- 
ledgments for  their  favourable  reception  of  the 
following  little  piece. 

The  three  principal  characters  I  met  with  in 
afummers  expedition ;  they  are  neither  vamped 
from  antiquated  plays ,  pilfered  from  French 
farces,  nor  the  bafelefs  beings  of  the  poet's  brain. 
I  have  given  them  in  their  plain  natural  ha  bit  • 
they  wanted  no  dramatic  finijhing  ;  nor  can  / 
claim  any  other  merit  than  grouping  them  toge- 
ther, and  throwing  them  into  attion.  The  juf- 
tice  done  them  there  by  the  performers,  has  been 
too  ftrongly  diftinguifhed  by  the  town,  to  render 
any  thing  from  me  necejfary  :  I  could  only  wifh 
that  the  managers  of  the  theatres  would  employ 
Mr.  Cajlallo,  whofe  peculiar  naivete,  and ftriSt 
propriety,  would  greatly  become  many  charac- 
ters on  our  jl age* 


P    R    O    L    O    G    U    E, 

Written  and  fpoke  by  Mr.  FOOTE. 

TJAPPT  my  Mufe,  had  fie  firji  turned  her  art, 
^      Front  Humour's  dangerous  path,   to  touch  the 

heart. 

'They,  who  in  all  the  blitfter  of  blank  verfe, 
'The  mournful  tales  of  love,  and  war  rehearfe ; 
Are  fure  the  Critics  cenfttre  to  efcape, 

Tou  hifs  not  heroes  now,  you  only  — gdpe* 

Nor,  (grangers  quite  to  heroes,  kings,  and  queens,) 
Dare  you  intrude,  you  judgment,  on  their  fcenes. 
A  different  lot  the  comic  mufe  attends, 
She  is  obliged  to  treat  you  with  your  friends  ; 
Mitftfearch  the  court,  the  forum,  and,  the  city, 
Mark  out  the  dull,   the  gallant,  and  the  witty, 
Tenth's  wild  prof ufwn>  tb*  avarice  of  age  ; 
Nay,  bring  the  pit  itfelf,  upon  the  Jlage. 
Firft  to  the  bar,  Jhe  turns  her  various  face  ; 
Hem,  my  lord,  I  am  counfel  in  this  cafe, 
And  if  jb  be,  your  krdfiip  JJjould  think  ft, 
Why  to  be  fure,  my  client  muft  fubmit ; 
For  why,  becaufe — Ihen  of  Jhe  trips  again, 
And  to  the  fons  of  commerce,  Jhifts  her  fcene : 
There,  wbilft  the  griping  fire,  with  mopeing  care, 
Defrauds  the  world  himfelf,  f  enrich  his  heir, 
The  pious  boy,  his  father's  toil  rewarding, 
For  thoufand  throivs  a  main  at  Covent-Garden. 
Tbefe  are  the  portraits  we're  obligyd  to  JJjow  ; 
Tou  are  all  judges  if  the1  re  like  or  no : 
Here  foould  we  fail,  fome  other  foape  we'll  try, 
And  grace  our  future  fcenes,  with  novelty. 


PROLOGUE. 

/  have  a  plan  to  treat  you,  with  Burletta^ 
That  cannot  mifs  your  tafte,  Mia  Spilletta. 
But  fooidd  the  following  piece  your  mirth  excite, 
From  nature's  volume,  we'll  perfijl  to  write. 
Tour  partial  favour •,  bad  us  firft  proceed ; 
Then  fpare  thy  offender^  Jince  you  urgd  the  deed. 
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THE 


THE 


I 


KNIGHTS. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE,   a  Room. 
HARTOP  and  JENKINS    difcovered. 

JenL  TT  Shoukl  not  chufe  to  marry  into 

fuch  a  Family. 

-*-  Har.  Choice,  dear  Dick,  is 
very  little  concern'd  in  the  matter  :  and  to 
convince  you  that  love  is  not  the  minifter  of 
my  counfels,  know,  that  I  never  faw  but 
once  the  object  of  my  prefent  purpofe;  and 
that  too  at  a  time,  and  in  a  circumftance, 
not  very  likely  to  ftamp  a  favourable  im- 
preffion.  What  think  you  of  a  raw  board- 
ing-fchool  girl  at  Lincoln  minfter,  with  a 
mind  unpolifh'd,  a  figure  uninform'd,  and  a 
fet  of  features  tainted  with  the  colours  of 
her  unwholefome  food  ? 

B  Jenk. 
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Jen&.  No  very  engaging  object  indeedj 
Hartop. 

•fzar.  Your  thoughts  now  were  mine  then : 
but  fome  connections  1  have  fmce  had  with 
her  father,  have  given  birth  to  my  prefent 
defign  upon  her.  You  are  no  ftranger  to  the 
filiation' of  my  circumftanees  :  my  neigh- 
bourhood' to  fir  Penurious  Trifle,  was  a  fuf- 
ficient  motive  for  his  advancing  what  money 
I  wanted  by  way  of  mortgage  :  the  hard 
terms  he  impos'd  upon  me,  and  the  little 
regard  1  have  paid  to  osconomy,  has  made 
it  necefiary  for  me  to  attempt  by  fome  fcheme 
the  re-cftablifhment  of  my  fortune.  This 
young  lady's  fimplicity,  not  to  call  it  igno- 
rance, prefented  her  at  once  as  a  proper  fub- 
je6t  for  my  purpofe. 

Jenk.  Succefs  to  you,  Jack,  with  all  my 
foul  !  a  fellow  of  your  fpirit  and  vivacity, 
mankind  ought  to  iupport  for  the  fake  of 
themfejves:  For,  whatever  Seneca  and  the 
other  moral  writers  may  have  fuggefted  in 
contempt  of  riches,  it  is  plain  their  maxims 
were  not  calculated  for  the  world  as  it  now 
{lands:  in  days  of  yore,  indeed,  when  vir- 
tue was  calTd  vvifdom,  and  vice,  folly,  fuch 
•principles  might  have  been  encourag'd  ;  but 
as  the 'prefent  fubjech  of  our  enquiry  are, 
tint  whet  a  man  is,  but  what  he  has  ;  as  to 
be  rich,  is  u  be  wife  and  virtuous,  and  to 
bt  poor,  ignorant  and  vicious,  1  heartily  ap- 
pldud  your  plan  ! 

fc  liar. 
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Har.  Your  obfervation  is  but  too  juft* 
And  is  it  not,  Dick,  a  little  unaccountable 
that  we,  who  condefcend  fo  fervilely  to  copy 
the  follies  and  fopperies  of  our  polite  neigh- 
bours, mould  be  fo  totally  averfe  to  an  imi- 
tation of  their  virtues  ?  In  France,  has  he 
wealth  ?  is  an  interrogation  never  put  till 
they  are  difappointed  in  their  inquires  after 
the  birth  and  wifdom  of  a  famionable  fel- 
low :  but  here,  how  much  a  year  ? — two 
thoufand. — The  devil  !  In  what  country  ? 
Berkshire.  Indeed  !  God  blefs  us  !  a  happy 
dog  ! — Howthe  duce  come  I  to  be  interefted 
in  a  man's  fortune,  unlefs  I  am  his  fleward 
or  his  taylor:  indeed,  knowlege  and  ge- 
nius are  worth  examining  into;  by  thofe  my 
underftanding  may  be  improv'd,  ormyima- 
gination  gratify'd  ;  but  why  fuch  a  man's 
being  able  to  eat  ortolans,  and  drink  French 
wine,  is  to  recommend  him  to  my  efteem, 
is  what  I  can't  readily  conceive. 

Jenk.  This  complaint  may  with  jufticebe 
made  of  all  imitations :  the  ridiculous  fide 
is  ever  the  object  imitated.  But  a  truce  to 
moralifing,  and  to  our  buiinefs.  Prithee,  in 
the  firft  place,  how  can  you  gain  admittance 
to  your  miftrefs  ?  and  in  the  fecond,  is  the 
girl  independent  of  her  father  ?  his  con- 
fent,  I  fuppofe,  you  have  no  thought  of 
obtaining. 

Har.  Sompe  farther  propofals  concerning 

my  eftate  ,•  fuch  as  an  increafe  of  the  mort- 

B  2  gage, 
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gage,  or  an  abfolute  fale,  is  a  diffident  pre- 
tence for  a  vifit :  and  as  to  the  cam,  twenty 
to  my  knowledge  ;  independent  too,  you 
rogue !  and,  befides,  an  only  child,  you 
know  :  and  then,  when  things  are  done, 
they  can't  be  undone — and  'tis  well  it's  no 
vvorfe— and  a  hundred  fuch  pretty  proverbs, 
will,  it's  great  odds,  reconcile  the  old  fel- 
low at  laft.  Befides,  my  papa  in  pofie,  has 
a  foible,  which,  if  I  conddcend  to  hu- 
mouri  1  have  his  foul,  my  dear. 

Jenk.  Prithee,  now  you  are  in  fpirits, 
give  me  a  portrait  of  fir  Penurious;  tho* 
he  is  my  neighbour,  yet  is  he  fo  domeftic  an 
animal,  that  i  know  no  more  of  him  than 
the  common  country  converfation  ;  that  he 
is  a  thrifty,  wary  man. 

Har.  The  very  abftract  of  penury  !  fir 
John  Cutler,  with  his  tranfmigrated  ftock- 
ings,  was  but  a  type  of  him.  For  infbnce, 
the  barber  has  the  growth  of  his  and  his 
daughter's  he<id  once  a  year,  for  {having  the 
knight  once  a  fortnight ;  his  (hoes  are  made 
with  the  leather  of  a  coach  of  his  grand* 
father's,  built  in  the  year,  one  ;  his  male 
fcrvant  is  footman,  groom,  carter,  coach- 
man, and  taylor ;  his  maid  employs  her  lei- 
fure  hours  in  plain-work  for  the  neighbours, 
which  fir  Penurious  takes  care,  as  her  la- 
bour is  for  his  emolument,  mall  be  as  many 
as  poffible,  by  joining  with  his  daughter  in 
fcouring  the  rooms,  making  the  beds,  6cc. 

thus 
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thus  much  for  his  moral  character.  Then 
as  to  his  intellectual,  he  is  a  mere  charte 
blanche  ;  the  laft  man  he  is  with,  muft  afford 
him  matter  for  the  next  he  goes  to:;  but  a 
ftory  rs  his  idol,  throw  him  in  that,  and  he 
fwallows  it ;  no  matter  what,  raw  or  roaft- 
ed,  favouryor  infipid,  down  it  goes,  and  up 
again  to  the  firft  perfon  he  meets  :  it  is  upon 
this  bafis  I  found  my  favour  with  theknighr, 
having  acquir'd  patience  enough  to  hear  his 
itories,  and  equip'd  myfelf  with  a  quinrity 
fufficient  to  furnifli  him  ;  his  manner  is  in- 
deed peculiar,  and  for  once  or  twice  enter- 
taining enough.  I'll  give  you  a  fpecimen— 
Is  not  that  an  equipage  ? 

Jen'k.  HeyJ  yes,  faith,  and  the  owner, 
an  acquaintance  of  mine  :  fir  Gregory  Ga- 
zette, by  Jupiter  !  and  his  fon  Tim  with 
him.  Now  I  can  match  your  knight.  He 
muft  come  this  way  to  the  parlour.  We'll 
have  a  fcene  ;  bat  take  your  cue;  he  is  a 
country  politician. 

Sir  Gregory  entering  and  Waiter. 

Sir  Greg.  Whaf,  neither  the  Gloucefter 
Journal,  nor  the  Worcester  Courant,  nor  the 
Northampton  Mercury,  nor  the  Chefter  ? 
Mr.  Jenkins,  I  am  your  humble  fervant  :  a 
ftrange  town  this,  Mr.  Jenkins,  no  news 
ft-irring,  no  papers  taken  in  !  is  that  gei, tie- 
man  a  llranger,  Mr.  Jenkins-?  pray,  fir,  no* 
to  be  too  bold, you  don't  come  from  London  ? 
B  3  Har. 
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Har.  But  laft  night. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  that's  wonderful  ! 
Mr.  Jenkins,  introduce  me. 

Jenk.  Mr.  Hartop,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir,  I  am  proud  to — well,  fir, 
and  what  news  ?  you  come  from — pray, 
£r,  are  you  a  parliament- man  ? 

Har.  Not  I,    indeed,  fir. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack  !  may  be  belong  to 
the  law  ? 

Har.  Nor  that. 

Sir Greg.  Oh,  then  in  fome  of  the  offices; 
the  treafury  or  the  exchequer  ? 

Har.  Neither,  fir. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  that's  wonderful  ! 
Well,  but  Mr. — Pray  what  name  did  Mr, 
Jenkins,  Ha,  Ha, 

Har.  Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  true !  what,  not  of  the 
Hartcps  of  Bofton. 

Har.  No. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  not.  There  is,  Mr. 
Hartop,  one  thing  that  I  envy  you  London- 
ers in  much: — quires  of  news-papers !  now, 
I  reckon,  you  read  a  matter  of  eight  meets 
every  day. 

Har,  Not  one. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  ?  then,  may  be,  you 
are  about  court ;  and  fo  being  at  the  foun- 
tain-head, know  what  is  in  the  papers  before 
they  are  printed. 
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Har.  I  never  trouble.myhead  about  them. 
— An  old  fool ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lord'!  your  friend,  Mr, 
Jenkins,  IF  very  clofe. 

Jenk,  Why,  fir  Gpegory,  Mr.  Hartop  is 
much  in  the  feerets  above  ;  and  it  becomes 
a  rmn  To  trailed  to  be  wary,  you  <k:iow. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo.  Won- 
derful !  ay,  ay,  a  great  man,  no  doubt. 

Jenk.  But  I'll  give  him  a  'better  infight 
into  your  character,  and  that  will  induce 
him  to  throw  off  his  rcferve. 

Sir  Greg.   May  be  fo  ;   do,  do  5    ay,    ay! 

Jenk.  Prithee,  Jack,  don't  be  fo  crudy  : 
indulge  the  knight's  humo'ur  ajittle  ;  beiides, 
if  I  guefs  right,  it  may  be  neceffary  for  the 
conduct  of  yourdefign  to  .contract  a  pretty 
fh'icl  intimacy  there. 

Har.  Well,    do  as  you  wiH. 

Jenk,  Sir  Gregory,  Mr.  Hartop's  igno- 
rance of  your  character  made  him  a  little  £hy 
in  his  replies  -,  but  you  will  now  find  him 
more  communicative  ;  and,  in  your  ear, — he 
is  a  treafure;  he  is  in  all  the  myfteries  of 
government ;  at  the  bottom  of  every  thing. 
-Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  a  treafure  !  ay, 

ay  be  fo. 

jenk<  And,  -that  you  may  have  him  to 
yourfelf,  I'll  go  fn  fearch  of  your  fon. 

Sir  Greg.  Do  fo,  do  fo  ;  Tim  is  without  j 
juft  ^rne  from  his  uncleTregeglc's  at  Mene- 
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gizy  in  Cornwall :  Tim  is  an  honeft  lad, 
do  fo,  do  fo.  [Exit  Jenk.-]  Well,  Mr. 
Hartop,  and  fo  we  have  a  peace  lack-a-day  ! 
long  look'd-for  come  at  lad.  But,  pray,  Mr. 
Hartop,  how  many  news-papers  may  you 
have  printed  in  a  week  ? 

Har.  About  an  hundred  and  fifty,  fir 
Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  ?  and  all 
full,  I  reckon  ;  full  as  an  egg;  nothing  but 
news  !  well,  well,  I  (hall  go  to  London  one 
of  thefe  days.  A  hundred  and  fifty  !  won- 
derful !  and,  pray  now,  which  do  you  reckon 
the  bed  ? 

Har.  Oh,  fir  Gregory,  they  are  as  various 
in  their  excellencies  as  their  uies  j  if  you  are 
inclin'd  to  blacken  by  a  couple  of  lines  the 
reputation  of  a  neighbour,  whofe  charac- 
ter neither  your  nor  his  whole  life  can  pof- 
libly  reftore,  you  may  do  it  for  two  millings 
in  one  paper  :  if  you  are  difplaced,  or  difap- 
pointed  of  a  place,  a  triplet  againft  the  mi- 
mftry  will  be  always  well  receiv'd  at  the  head 
ofanother :  and  then,  asa  paper  of  morning- 
amufement,  you  have  the  Fool. 

Sir  Greg.  The  Fool !  good  lack!  and  pray 
\vho  and  what  may  that  fame  Fool  be  ? 

Har.  Why,  fir  Gregory,  the  author  has 
artfully  affumed  that  habit,  like  the  royal 
jefters  of  old,  to  level  his  fatire  with  more 
iecurity  to  himfelf,  and  feverity  to  others. 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo  !  the 
pool !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  well  enough  !  a  queer 
dog,  and  no  fool,  I  warrant  you.  Killi- 
grew,  ah,  I  have  heard  my  grandfather  talk 
much  of  that  fame  Killigrew,  and  no  fool. 
But  what*s  all  this  to  news,  Mr.  Hartop  ? 
who  gives  us  the  bed  account  of  tne  king 
of  Spain,  and  the  queen  of  Hungary,  and 
thofe  great  folks  ?  Come  now,  you  could 
give  us  a  little  news  if  you  would;  come 
now  ! — fnug  ! — nobody  by.  Good  now  do ; 
come,  ever  fo  little. 

Har.  Why,  as  you  fo  largely  contribute  to 
the  fupport  of  the  government,  it  is  but  fair 
you  mould  know  what  they  are  about.  We 
are  at  prefent  in  a  treaty  with  the  pope. 

Sir  Greg.  With  the  pope  !  wonderful ! 
good  now,  good  now  1  how,  how  ? 

Har.  We  are  to  yield  him  up  a  large  traft 
of  the  Terra-incognita,  together  with  both 
the  Needles,  Scilly-rocks,  and  the  Lizard- 
point,  on  condition  that  the  pretender  has 
the  government  of  Laputa,  and  the  bifhop 
of  Greenland  fucceedstoSt.  Peter's  chair ;  he 
being,  you  know,  a  proteftant,  when  poiTefT- 
ed  of  the  pontificals,  iflues  out  a  bull,  com- 
manding all  catholics  to  be  of  his  religion  ; 
they  deeming  the  pope  infallible,  follow  his 
directions ;  and  then,  Sir  Gregory,  we  are 
all  of  one  mind. 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack  !  rare 
news,  rare  news,  rare  news !  ten  millions 
of  thanks,  Mr.  Hartop.  But  might  not  I 
juft  hint  this  to  Mr.  Soakum,  our  vicar  ? 
'twould  rejoice  his  heart. 

Har.  Oh  fie  !  by  no  means. 

Sir  Greg.  Only  a  line — a  little  hint — do 
now. 

Har.  Well,  fir,  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  re- 
fufe  you  any  thing. 

Sir  Greg.  Ten  thoufand  thanks  !  now  ! 
the  pope — wonderful!  I'll  minute  it  down 
— both  the  freedles  ? 

Har    Ay,  both. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  Til  minute  it — the 
Lizard-Point — both  the  Needles — Scilly- 
Hocks — bimop  of  -Greenland — St.  Peter's 
chair — why  then,  when  this  is  firiiihed,  we 
may  chance  to  attack  the  great  Turk,  and 
have  holy- wars  again,  Mr.  Hartop. 

Har.  That's  part  of  the  fcheme. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah  !  .good  now !  you  fee  I  have 
a  head  !  politics  have  been  my  ftudy  many 
a  day.  Ah,  if  I  had  been  in  London  to  im- 
prove by  the  newspapers!  They  tell  meDoc- 
tor  Drybones  is  to  fucceed  to  the  bimoprick 
of  Wifper. 

Har.  No  ;   Do  dor 

Sir  Greg.  Indeed  !  I  was  told  by  my  land- 
lord at  Rois,  that  it  was  between  him  and 
the  dean  of • 

Har.  To  my  knowlege. 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  Nay,  you  know  beft,-  to  be  fure : 
if  it  mould — hum  !  here's  Mr  Jenkins,  and 
fon  Tim ;  mum !  Mr  Jenkins  does  not 
know  any  thing  about  the  treaty  with  the 
pope  ? 

Har.  Not  a  word. 

Sir  Greg.  Mum ! 

Enter  Tim  and  Mr,  Jenkins. 

Jenk.  Matter  Timothy  is  almoft  grown  out 
of  knovvlege,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  ay,  ay  ; 
111  weeds  grow  a-pace  :  fon  Tim,  Mr.  Har- 
top ;  a  great  man,  child  !  Mr.  Hartop,  fon 
Tim. 

Har.  Sir,  I  (hall  be  always  glad  to  know 
every  branch  that  fprings  from  Ib  valuable  a 
trunk  as  Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo.  Wonderful  !  ay, 
ay! 

Har.  Sir  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  Hereford- 
fhire  !    have  you  been  long  from  Cornwal  ? 
Tim.  Ay,    fir;  a  matter  of  four  weeks  or 
a  month,    more  or  lefs. 

Sir  Greg.  Well  faid,  Tim  !  ay,  ay,  afk 
Tim  any  quelHons,  he  can  anfwer  for  him- 
felf.  Tim,  tell  Mr,  Hartop  all  the  news 
about  the  ele&ions,  and  the  tinners,  and  the 
tides,  and  the  roads  and  the  pilchards.  1 
want  a  few  words  with  my  mailer  Jenkins. 
Har.  You  have  been  fo  long  abfent  from 

your 
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your  native  country,  that  you  have  almoft 
forgot  it. 

Tim.  Yes  fure  :  I  ha'  been  at  uncle  Treg- 
egle's  a  matter  of  twelve  or  a  dozen  year, 
more  or  lefs. 

Har.  Then  I  reckon  you  were  quite  im- 
patient to  fee  your  papa  and  mama  ? 

Tim.  No  fure,  not  I.  Father  fent  for  me 
to  uncle  j  fure  Menegizy  is  a  choice  place! 
and  I  could  a'iby'd  there  all  my  born  days, 
more  or  lefs. 

Har.  Pray,  fir,  what  were  your  amufe- 
ments  ? 

27/77.  Nan  ?   what  d'ye  fay  ? 

.Har.  How  did  you  divert  yourfelf? 

Tim.  Oh,  we  ha'  paftimes  enow  there  : 
weha*  bull-baiting,  and  cock-fighting,  and 
fifhing,  and  hunting,  and  hurling,  and 
wreftling. 

Har.    The  two  laft  are  fports  for  which 
that  country  is  very  remarkable  :  in  thofe,  I 
prefume,  you  are  very  expert. 
Tim.  Nan  !   what  ? 

Har.   I  fay  you  are  a  good  wreiller. 

Tim.  Ohi  yes  fure,  I  can  wreftle  well 
enow  :  but  we  don't  wreftle  after  your  fa- 
fhion :  we  ha'  no  tripping,  fath  and  foul  ! 
we  go  all  upon  cloie  hugs,  or  the  flying 
mare.  Will  you  try  a  fall,  matter  ?  I  wan'c 
hurt  you,  fath  and  foul. 

Har.  We  had  as  good  not  venture  tho'. 
But  have  you  left  in  Cornwall  nothing  that 

you 
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you  regret  the  lofs  of  more  than  hurling 
and  wreftling  ? 

Tim.  Nan  !  what  ? 

Har.  No  favourite  me  ? 

Tim.  Arra,  I  coupled  Favourite  and  Jow- 
ler  together,  and  fure  the  tug'd  it  all  the 
way  up.  Part  with  Favourite  !  no  I  thank 
you  for  nothing  ;  you  mutt  know  I  nurs'd 
Favourite  myfelf  -f  uncle's huntfman  was  go- 
ing to  mill-pond  to  drown  all  Mufic's  pup- 
pies ;  fo  I  fav'd  fhe  :  but,  fath,  I'll  tell  you  a 
comical  ftory;  atLanfton,  they  both  broke 
loofe,  and  eat  a  whole  lion-a'-veal,  and  a 
leg  of  beef:  crift  !  how  landlord  fwear'd  ! 
fath,  the  poor  fellow  was  almoft  maz'd :  it 
made  me  die  wi'  laughing  :  but  how  came 
you  to  know  about  our  Favourite  ? 

Har.  A  circumftance  fo  material  to  his 
fon,  could  not  efcape  the  knowlege  of  fir 
Gregory  Gazette's  friends.  But  here  you 
miftook  me  a  little,  'fquire  Tim;  I  meant 
whether  your  affeclions  were  not  fettled 
upon  fome  pretty  girl :  has  not  fome  Cornifh 
lafs  caught  your  heart  ? 

Tim.  Hum  !  'god,  the  old  rnan  will  hear ; 
jog  a  tiny-bit  this  way — won't  a'tell  father  ? 

Har.  Upon  my  honour  ! 

Tim.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  the  whole 
ftory,  more  or  lefs.  Do  you  know  Mally 
Pengroufe  ? 

I  am  not  fo  happy. 

Tim. 
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7/Vtf.  She's  uncle's  milkmaid  -,  (he's  as 
handfome,  lord  !  her  face  all  red  and  white, 
like  the  infide  of  a  moulder  of  mutton  ;  fo 
I  made  love  to  our  Mally  :  and  jaft,  fath, 
as  I  had  got  her  good  will  to  run  away  to 
3£xeter  and  be  married,  uncle  found  it  out, 
and  fent  word  to  father;  and  father  fent 
for  me  home  ;  but  J  don't  love  her  a  bit  the 
worfer  fcs  that  :  but,  'icod,  if  you  tell  fa- 
ther, he'll  knock  my  brains  out ;  for  he  lays 
i'll  difparage  the  family  ;  and  mother's  as 
mad  as  a  A  .arch  hare  about  it:  io  father 
and  mother  ha'  brought  me  to  be  married 
to  fome  young  body  in  thefe  parts. 

Har.  What,  is  my  lady  here  ? 

Tim.  No  fure,  dame  Winifred,  as  father 
calls  her,  could  not  come  along. 

Har.  I  am  lorry  for  that ;  I  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be  a  diftant  relation  of  her 'lady- 
fliip's. 

'Tim.  Like  enough,  fath  !  (he's  a-kin  to 
half  the  world,  I  think.  But  don't  you  fay 
a  word  to  father  about  Mally  Pengrouie. 
HuQi! 

Jenk.  Mr.  Hartop,  fir  Gregory  will  be 
amongft  us  fome  time ;  he  is  going  with  his 
fon  to  iir  Penurious  Trifle's :  there  is  a  kind 
of  a  treaty  of  marriage  on  foot  between 
Mifs  Sukey  Trifle  and  Mr.  Timothy. 

Har.  The  devil  !  I  mall  be  glad  of  every 
circumftance  that  can  make  me  belter  ac- 
quainted with  iir  Gregory. 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  >  may  be 
fo,  may  be  fo  ! 

T//0.  Father,  fure  the  gentleman  fays  as 
how  mother  and  he  are  a-kin. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  lack-a-day  !  lacfe- 
a-day !  how,  how  ?  I  am  proud  to — taut 
how,  Mr.  Hartop,  how  ? 

Har.  Why,  fir,  a  coufin-german  of  my 
aunt's  firft  hufband,  inter-marry'd  with  a  di- 
ftant  relation  of  a  colateral  branch  by  the 
mother's  fide,  the  Apprices  of  Lantrindon^ 
and  we  have  ever  fince  quarter'd  in  a  'fcut- 
cheon  of  pretence  the  three  goat's  tails  ram- 
pant, divided  by  a  eheveron,  field  argent  ^ 
with  a  leek  pendant  in  the  dexter  point,  to 
diftinguifli  the  fecond  houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  wonderful  I  nearly,, 
nearly  related  !  good  now,  good  now,  if 
dame  Winifred  was  here,  (he'd  make  'em  all 
out  with  a  wet  finger ;  but  they  are  above 
me.  Prithee  Tim,  good  now,  fee  after  the 
horfes — and,  d'ye  hear  ?  try  if  you  can  get 
any  news-papers. 

TV;/;.  Yes,   father but,   coufin  What- 

d'ye^cali*uma  not  a  word  about  Mally  Pen- 
groufe. 

Har.  Mum  !  [Exit  Tim. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  that  boy  will  make 

fome  miftake  about  the  horfes  now  !  I'll  go- 

niyfelf.     Good  now,  nb  farther,  coufin  5    if 

you  pleafe,   no  ceremony — a  hundred  and 

fifty 
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fifty  a  week  !  the  Fool  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  won- 
derful !  an  odd  dog.  [Exit  Sir  Greg. 

Jenk.  So,  Jack,  here's  a  frefli  fpoke  ia 
your  wheel. 

Har.  This  is  a  cuffed  crofs  incident. 

Jenk.  Well,  but  fomething  muft  be  done 
to  fruftate  the  fcheme  of  your  new  coufin's. 
Can  you  think  of  nothing  ? 

Har.  I  have  been  hammering  :  pray,  are 
the  two  knights  intimate  ?  are  they  well  ac- 
quainted with  each  other'?  perfon  ? 

Jenk.  Faith,  I  can't  tell :  but  we  may 
foon  know. 

Har.  Cou'd  you  recommend  me  a  good- 
fpirited  girl,  who  has  humour  and  com- 
pliance to  follow  a  few  directions  •,  and  un- 
derftanding  enough  to  barter  a  little  incli- 
nation for  3,ooo/.  a  year,  and  a  fool  ? 

Jenk.  ^In  part  I  guefs  your  defign  :  the 
man's  daughter  of  the  houfe  is  a  good  lively 
lafs,  has  a  fortune  to  make,  and  no  repu- 
tation to  lofe.  I'll  call  her — Jenny ! — but  the 
enemy's  at  hand — I'll  withdraw  and  prepare 
Jenny.  When  the  worfliipful  family  are  re- 
tir'd,  I'll  introduce  the  wench.  [Exit  Jenk. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  and  Tim. 
Sir  Greg.  Pray  now,  coufin,   are  you  in 
friendmip  with  fir  Penurious  Trifle  ? 

Har.  I  have  the  honour,  fir,  of  that  gen- 
tleman's acquaintance. 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo  !  but, 
lack-a-day,  coufin,  is  he  fuch  a  mifer  as 
folks  fay  ?  good  now,  they  tell  me  we  (hall 
hardly  have  neceflaries  for  ourfelves  and 
horfes  at  Gripe-Hall :  but  as  you  are  a  re-"- 
lation,  you  mould,  good  now,  know  the 
affairs  of  the  family.  Here's  fir  Penurn 
ous's  letter  ;  here,  coufin. 

Har.  "  Your  overture  I  receive  with  plea* 
fare,  and  mould  be  glad  to  meetyou  in  Shrop- 
fhire." — I  fancy,  from  a  thorough  know* 
lege  of  fir  Penurious's  difpofition,  and  by 
what  I  can  collect  from  the  contents  of  that 
letter,  he  would  be  much  better  pleas'd  to 
meet  you  here,  than  at  his  own  houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  may  be  fo  !  a 
ftrange  man  !  wonderful !  But,  good  now, 
coufio,  what  muft  we  do  ? 

Har.  I  this  morning  pay'd  fir  Penurious 
a  vifit  j  and  if  you'll  honour  me  with  your 
commands,  I'll 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful,  to  day  !  good  now, 
that's  lucky  !  coufin,  you  are  very  kind: 
good  now,  I'll  fend  a  letter,  Tim,  by  eou* 
lin  Hartop. 

Har.  A  letter  from  fo  old  an  acquaint- 
ance, and  upon  fo  happy  an  occafion,  will 
fecure  me  a  favourable  reception. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack,   an  old 

acquaintance,    indeed,    coufin  Hartop  !   we 

were   at  Hereford  'fife  together — let's  fee, 

wonderful,   how  long  ago  ?   'twas  while  I 

C  was 
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was  courting  dame  Winny ;  the  year  before 
I  married — good  now,  how  long  ?  let's  fee 
—that  year  the  hackney  ftable  was  built, 
and  Peter  Ugly  the  blind  pad  fell  into  a 
faw-pir. 

37;».  Mother  fays  father  and  (he  was  mar- 
ry'd  the  firft  of  April  in  the  year  ten ;  and 
I  knows  'tis  there  about,  for  I  am  two  and 
thirty  ;  and  brother  Jeremy,  and  Roger, 
and  Gregory,  and  fitter  Nelly,  were  born'd 
before  I. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  how 
time  wears  away  !  wonderful  !  thirty-eight 
years  ago,  Tim  ;  I  could  not  have  thought 
it.  But  come  in,  let's  fet  about  the  letter. 
But  pray,  coufin,  what  diverfions,  good 
now,  are  going  forward  in  London  ? 

Har.  Oh,  fir,  we  are  in  no  diftrels  for 
amufement ;  we  have  plays,  balls,  puppet- 
fliows,  mafquerades,  bull-baitings,  boxings, 
burlettas,  routs,  drums,  and  a  thoufand 
others.  But  I  am  in  halle  for  your  epiftle, 
fir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Coufin,  your  fervant. 

[Exit  Sir  Greg,  and  Tim. 
Har.  I  am  your  moft  obedient. — Thus  far 
our  fcheme  fucceeds  :  and  if  Jenkins's  girl 
can  aflume  the  aukward  pertnefs  of  the 
daughter,  with  as  much  fuccefs  as  I  can  imi- 
tate the  fpirited  folly  of  iir  Penurious  the 
father,  I  don't  deipair  of  a  happy  cata- 
ftrophe. 

2  Enter 
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"Enter  Jenny. 

^.    v     Sir,  Mr.  Jenkins^- 

Har.  Oh,  child,  your  inftruclions  fhall 
be  adminifter'd  within. 

Jenny.  Mr.  Jenkins  has  open'd  your  de^ 
fign,  and  I  am  ready  and  able  to  execute  my 
part. 

Har.  My  dear,  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt 
of  either  your  inclination  or  ability. — But, 
pox  take  this  old  fellow  !  what  in  the  de- 
vil's name  can  bring  him  back  ?  fcour, 
Jenny. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Coufin,  I  beg  pardon,  but  I  have 
a  favour  to  beg — good  now  could  not,  you 
make  intereft  at  fome  cofFee-houfe  in  London, 
to  buy,  for  a  fmall  matter,  the  old  books  of 
news-papers,  and  fend  them  into  the  country 
to  me  ?  They  would  pals  away  the  time  rarely 
in  a  rainy  day. 

Har.  Sir,  I'll  fend  you  a  cart-load. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now*  good  no\#  :  ten 
thoufand  thanks  !  you  are  a  coulin  indeed ! 
But  pray,  coufin,  let  us,  good  now,  fee  fome 
of  the  works  of  that  fame  Fool. 

Har.  I'll  fend  them  you  all ;    but  a— 

Sir  Greg.  What,  all?  lack-a-day,  that's 
kind,  coufin  ?  the  Terra  Incognita — both 
the  Needles — a  great  deal  of  that  1  But  what 
bilhop  is  to  be  pope  ? 

C  2  Har. 
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Har.  Zounds,  fir  !  I  am  in  hafte  for  your 
letter — when  I  return,  afk  as  many  quef- 
tions — 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now,  that's 
true— I'll  in,  and  about  it. — But,coufin,  the 
pope  is  not  to  have  Gibraltar  ? 

Har.  No,  no ;  damn  it,  no  !  as  none  but 
the  Fool  could  fay  it,  fo  none  but  ideots 
would  believe  him.  Pray,  fir  Gregory— 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  coufm  !  lack-a-day, 
you  are  fo — but,  pray — 

Har.  Damn  your  praying  !  if  you  don't 
finifh  your  letter  immediately,  you  may  carry 
it  yourfelf. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  coufin  !  lack-a-day, 
you  are  in  fuch  a— good  now  !  I  go,  I  go. 

Har.  But  if  the  truth  {hould  be  difcover'd, 
I  (hall  be  inevitably  difappointed. 

Sir  Greg.  But  coufin,  are  Scilly  Rocks — 

Har.  I  wi(h  they  were  in  your  guts,  with 
all  my  heart!  I  muft  quit  the  field,  I  find. 

[Exif. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  good  now,  good 
now,  a  patfionate  man !  lack-a-day,  I  am 
glad  the  pope  is  not  to  have  Gibraltar  tho'J 


ACT 


ACT  II. 

SCENE, 

Sir  GREGORY,   and  TIM  reading  News  to 
him,  discovered. 

T/w./^Onftantinople,  N.  S.  Nov.  15,  the 
\^J  Grande  Seigniour — 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a  day  !  good  now,  Tim, 
the  politicks,  child  :  and  read  the  ftars, 
and  the  dafh-es,  and  the  blanks,  as  I  taught 
you,  Tim. 

Tim.  Yes,  father — We  can  aflure  our 
readers  that  the  D —  dafh  is  to  go  to  F 
blank  ;  and  that  a  certain  noble  L — •  is  to  re- 
fign  his  pi — e  in  the  t—  y,  in  order  to 
make  r — m  tor  the  two  three  ftars. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  good  now  !  good 
now  !  great  news,  Tim  !  ah,  I  knew  the 
two  three  ftars  would  come  in  play  one  time 
or  other.  This  London  Evening  knows 
more  than  any  of  them.  Well,  child,  well. 

Tim    From  the  D.  J. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  that's  the  Dublin  Journal. 
Go  on,  Tim. 

Tim.  Laft  Saturday  a  gang  of  highwaymen 
broke  into  an  empty  houfe  on  Ormond-Quay, 
and  ftrip'd  it  of  all  the  furniture. 

C  3  Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  ;  wonderful !  to 
what  a  height  theie  rogues  are  grown. 

Tim:  The  way  to  Mr.  Keith's  chapel  is 
turn  of  your — 

Sir  Greg.  Pfliaw!  fkip  that,  Tim;  I  know 
that  road  as  well  as  the  doctor !  'tis  in  every 
time. 

'Tim.  1  Ward,  at  the  Cat  and  Gridiron, 
Petticoat- Lane  ;  makes  tabby  all  over  for 
people  inclined  to  be  crooked  :  and  if  he  was 
to  have  the  univerfal  world  for  making  a 
pair  of  ftays  he  could  not  put  better  fluff  in 
them 

Sir  Greg.  G^od  now;  where's  that,  Tim? 

Tim.  At  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  father. 

Sir  Greg.  I'll  minute  that  :  nil  my  1  dy 
Ifard's  children,  good  now,  are  inclined  to 
be  crooked. 

JLnter  a  Drawer, 

Draw.  Sir,  Mr,  Jenkins  begs  to  fpealc 
tthh  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now ;  defire  him  to  wall; 
in. 

Enter  Jenkins. 

Jenk.  I  thought  it  might  not  be  improper 
to  prepare  you  for  a  vifit  from  fir  Penurious 
Trifle  :  1  faw  him  and  his  daughter  alight 
at  the  apothecary's  above. 

Sir  Greg  What,  they  are  come,  wonder- 
ful !  Very  kind,  very  kind,  very  kind,  iri- 
d~ed,  Mr.  —  Come,  Tim,  fettle  my  cravat : 

good 
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good  now,  let's  be  a  little  decent :  remem- 
ber your  beft  bow  to  your  miftrefs,  Tim. 

Tim.  Yes,  father :  bat  muft  not  I  kifs 
Mifs  Suck  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack- a- day,  ay,  ay  !  pray,  is 
coufm  Hartop,  come  along? 

Jenk.  I  have  not  feen  him  :  but,  I  fancy, 
I  had  better  introduce  my  neighbours. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  would  you  be  fo 
k'ind  !  [Exit  Jenkins.]  Stand  behind  me, 
Tim. — Pull  down  your  ruffles,  child. 

Tim.  But,  father,  won't  Mifs  Suck  think 
me  bold  if  I  kifs  her  chops  the  firft  time  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  no,  Tim,  no  : 
faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady.  Ha  !  Tim, 
had  you  but  feen  me  attack  dame  Winny !  but 
times  ar'n't  as  they  were  ;  good  now,  we 
were  another  kind  of  folks  in  thofe  days ; 
flout  hearty  fmacks,  that  would  ha*  made 
your  mouth  water  again  j  and  the  mark  flood 
upon  the  pouting  lip  like  the  print  upon  a 
pound  of  butter.  But  the  mailer-miffes  of 
the  prefent  age  go,  lack-a-day,  as  gingerly 
about  it,  as  if  they  were  afraid  to  fill  their 
mouths  with  the  paint  upon  their  miftrefTes 
cheeks.  Ah,  the  days  I  have  feen. 

Tim.  Nay,  father,  I  warrant,  if  that's  all, 
I  kifs  her  hearty  enow,  fath  and  fole  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Hum,  Tim,  hufh  !  ftand  behind 
me,  child. 

C  4.  Enter 
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JLnter  Hartop  as  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,    and 
Jenny  as  Mifi  Sukey,   and  Jenkins. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir  Penurious,  I  am  overjoy'd  ! 
•*-Good  now  ! 

,    Sir  Pen.  Sir  Gregory,   I  kifs  your  hand  ! 
my  daughter  Suck. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  ?  Mifs,  I  am  proud 
to — fon  Tim — fir  Penurious — belt  b~w, 
child— Mifs  Suck 

%?&.  A  n't  that  right,  father  ?     [kiffes  her. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  I  am 
glad  to  fee  you  look  fo  well !  you  keep  your 
own,  fir  Penurious, 

Sir  Pen.  Ay,  ay,  flout  enough,  firGregory, 
flout  enough,  brother  Knight !  hearty  as  an 
pak;  hey,  Dick?  gad,  now  I  talk  of  an 
oak,  I'll  tell  you  a  (lory  of  an  oak  ;  it  will 
makeyoudie  with  laughing;  hey,  you  Dick, 
you  have  heard  it :  (hall  I  tell  it,  fir  Gregory  ? 

Jenk*  Tho'  1  have  heard  it  fo  often,  yet 
there  is  fomething  fo  engaging  in  your  man- 
dcr  of  telling  a  (lory,  that  it  always  appears 
new. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  good  now,  good 
now,  I  love  a  comical  (lory.  Pray,  fir  Penq- 
rious, let's  have  it:  mind, Tim,  mind,  Child. 

Tim.  Yes,  father ;  fath  and  fole,  I  love  a 
choice  (lory  to  my  heart's  blood  ! 

Sir  Pen.  You,  knight,  I  was  at  Bath  laft 
fummcr— -a  water  that  people  drink  when 
they  are  ill  :  you  have  heard  of  the  Bath, 
Dick  ?  Hey,  you  ! 
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Tim.  Yes,  fath,  I  know  Bath  -,  I  was 
there  in  way  up. 

Sir  Greg.  Hum,  Tim  -,  good  now,  hufh  ! 

Sir  Pen.  There's  a  coffee- houfe,  you,  a 
place  where  people  drink  coffee  and  tea, 
and  read  the  news. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray,  fir  Penurious,  how  many 
Papers  may  they  take  in  ? 

Sir  Pen.  Pmaw !  damn  the  news !  mind 
the  ftory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  a  hafty 
man,  Tim  ! 

Sir  Pen.  Pox  take  you  both  !  I  have  loft 
the  ftory — where  did  I  leave  off,  hey,  you 
Pick  ? 

Tim.  About  coffee  and  tea. 

Sir  Pen.  Right,  you,  right !  true,  true  ! 
fo,  god,  you  knight,  I  us'd  to  breakfafl  at 
this  coffee-houfe  every  morning,  it  coft  me 
jeight  pence  tho',  and  1  had  always  a  breakfaft 
at  home — no  matter  for  that  tho' !  there  I 
breakfafled  ;  you  Dick,  god,  at  the  fame 
table  with  lord  Tom  Truewit — You  have 
heard  of  Truewit,  you,  Knight ;  a  droll  dog  ! 
you  Dick,  he  told  us  the  ftory  and  made  us 
die  with  laughing:  youhaveheard  of  Charles 
the  fecond,  you  knight,  he  was  fon  of 
Charles  the  firft  j  king  here  in  England,  that 
was  beheaded  by  Oliver  Cromwell :  fo  what 
does  Charles  the  fecond,  you  knight,  do ; 
but  he  fights  Noll  at  Worcefter,  a  town  you 
have  heard  of,  not  far  off  j  but  all  would  not 

do, 
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do,  you ;  god,  Noll  made  him  fcamner,  made 
him  run  ;    take  to  his  heels,    you  knight; 
Truevvit  told  us  the  ftory,  made  us  die  with 
laughing;  I  always  breakfaflcd  at  the  coftee- 
houfe,   it  coA  nie  eight  pence  tho'  [  had  a 
breakfaft  at  home — fo  what  does  Charles  do, 
but  hid  himfelf  in  an  oak,  an  oak  tree,  you, 
in  a  wood  call'd  Boicobel,  from  two  Italian 
\vords,    Bofco   Bello,   a  fine   wrod,    you; 
and  off  he  marches :  but  old  Noll  would  not 
let  him  come  home  ;  no,  fays  he,  you  don't 
come  here—lord  Tom   told   us   the  itory  ; 
made  us  die  with  laughing  ;  it  coil  me  eight 
pencetho'I  had  a  breakfaft  at  home:  fo, you 
knight,  when  Noll  dy'd  ;  Monk  there,  you, 
afterwards  Albemarle,  in  the  North  brought 
l)im  back  :   fo  you,   the  cavaliers,  you  have 
heard  of  them  ?  they  were  friends  to  the 
Stuarts,  what  did  they  do,  god,  you  Dick, 
but  they  put  up  Charles  in  a  fign,  the  royal 
oak,  you  have   leen  fuch  figns  at  country 
alehoufes :  fo,   god,   you,   what  does  a  Pu- 
ritan do,  the  Puritans  were  friends  to  Noll, 
but  he  puts  up  the  fign  of  an  owl  in  the  ivy 
bu(h,  and  underneath  he  writes, «'  This  is  not 
the  loyal  oak:"  you  have  fcen  writings  un- 
der figns,  you  knight  :  upon  this,  fays  the 
rdyaliits,   god  this  muft  not  be;    fo,   you, 
what  do  they  do,  but,  god,  they  profecutcd 
the  poor  Puritan ;  but  they  made  him  change 
his   fign   tho!  :    and,  you  Dick,   how  d'ye 
think  they  chang'd  ?  god  he  puts  up  the 

royal 
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royal  oak ;  and  underneath  he  writes,  "  This 
not  the  owl  in  the  ivy  bum."  It  made  us  all 
die  with  laughing;  lord  Torn  told  the  ftory  ; 
I  always  breakfafted  at  the  cofFee-houfe,  thb* 
itcoft  me  eight  pence,  and  I  had  abreakfaft  at 
home,  hey,  you,  knight ;  what,  Dick,  hey  ! 
Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  ;  won- 
derful ! 

jf/w.  A  choice  tale,  fath  ! 
Jenk.   Oh,  fir  Penurious  is  a  moil  enter- 
taining companion,  that  mufl  beallow'd. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  ay,  ay,  a  merry 
man!  but,  lack-a  day,  would  not  the  young 
lady  chufe  a  little  refreshment  after  her 
ride  ?  fome  tea,  or  fome — — 

Sir  Pen.  Hey,  you  knight  !  no,  no  5  we 
intend  to  dine  with  thee,  man.  Well,  you, 
Tim,  what  doft  think  of  thy  father-in-law 
that  is  to  be,  hey  ?  a  jolly  cock,  you  Tim,  hey 
Dick.  But  prithee,  hoy,  what  doft  do  with 
all  this  tawdry  tinfel  on  ?  that  hat  and 
waiftcoat?  tram,  knight,  trafh!  more  in  thy 
pocket  arid  lefs  in  thy  cloaths  j  hey,  you 
Dick  ?  god,  you  knight,  I'll  make  you  laugh  : 
I  went  to  London,  you  Dick,  laftyear  to  call 
in  a  mortgage  -,  and  what  does  me  I,  Dick, 
but  take  a  trip  to  a  coffee  houfe  in  Sr.  Mar- 
tin's Lane,  in  comes  a  French  fellow  forty 
times  as  fine  as  Tim,  with  his  muff  and  par- 
levous,  and  his  FVances ;  and  his  head,  you 
Anight,  as  white  with  powder,  god,  you,  as 

a  twelfth 
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a  twelfth  cake  :  and  who  the  devil  d'ye 
think,  Dick,  this  might  be,hey,  you  knight  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  an  ambaffador  to 
be  fure. 

Sir  Pen.  God,  you  knight,  nor  better  nor 
xvorfer  then  Mynheer  Vancapcr,  a  Dutch  fi- 
gure'dancer  at  the  opera-houfe  in  the  Hay- 
market. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good 
now  ! 

Sir  Pen.  Pfhaw  !  Pox,  prithee,  Tim,  no- 
body drc/Tes  now ;  all  plain  ;  look  at  me, 
knight,  lam  in  the  tip  of  the  mode;  now 
am  I  in  full  drefs,  hey,  Dick  ? 

Jenk.  You,  fir,  don't  want  the  aids  of 
drefs  :  but  in  Mr.  Gazette,  a  little  regard 
to  that  particular  is  but  a  neceffary  compli- 
ment to  his  miftrefs. 

Sir  Pen.  Stuff,  Dick,  fluff!  mydaughter, 
knight,  has  had  other  guefs  breeding;  hey, 
you  !  Suck,  come  forward.  Plain  as  a  pike- 
ilaff,  knight,  all  as  nature  made  her  ;  hey, 
Tim,  no  flams :  prithee,  Tim,  off  with  thy 
lace  and  burn  it :  'twill  help  to  buy  the  li- 
cence :  (he'll  not  like  thee  a  bit  the  better 
for  that;  hey,  Suck  !  but,  you  knight ;  god, 
Dick,  a  toaft  and  tankard  would  not  be 
amifs  after  our  walk  j  hey,  you  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  what 
you  will,  iir  Penurious 

Sir  Pen.  G.>d,  that's  hearty  you  !  hut  we 
won't  part  the  young  couple,  hey  :  I'll  fend 

Suck 
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Suck  fome  bread  and  cheefe  in;  hey,  knight  J 
at  her,  Tim. '   Come,    Dick  -,  come,   you, 
knight.     Did  I  ever  tell  you  my  courtmip, 
hey,  Dick  ?  'twill  make  you  laugh. 
Jenk.  Not  as  I  remember. 
Sir  Greg.  Lack  a-day,  let's  have  it. 
Sir  Pen.  You  know   my  wife  was  blind, 
you,  knight. 

Sir  Greg.   Good  now  ;  wonderful !  not  I. 
Sir  Pen.  Blind  as  a  beetle  when  I  marry 'd 
her,  knight :  hey,  Dick  !  fhe  was  drown'd 
in  our  orchard:  maid  Befs,  knight,  went  to 
market,  you,  Dick;  and  wife  rambled  into 
the  orchard,  and  foufe,  drop'd  into  the  filh- 
pond :  we  found  her  out  next  day,  but  (he 
was   dead  as  a  herring  :    no  help  for  that, 
Dick  ;  buried   her  tho',   hey  you  !  (he  was 
only  daughter  to  fir  Triftram  Muckworm, 
you  ;  rich    enough,   you,  hey  !  god,   you, 
•what  does  (he  do,  you,  but  (he  falls  in  love 
with   young  Sleek  her    Father's    chaplain, 
hey,  you  !  upon  that,  what  does  me  I,  but 
flips  on  Domine's  robes,  you,  pafs'd  myfelf 
upon  her  for  him,  and  we  were  tack'd  toge- 
ther, you,  knight,  hey  !  god,  tho'  I  believe 
(he  never  lik'd  me ;  but  what  fignifies  that, 
hey,  Dick !  me  was  rich,  you.     But  come, 
let's  leave  the  children  together. 
Sir  Greg.  Sir,    I  wait  on  you. 
Sir  Pen.  Nay,  pray— - 
Sir  Greg*  Good  now,  good  now,  'tis  itn- 
poflible — . 

Sir 
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*Sir  Pen.  Pox  of  ceremony  !  you,  Dick, 
hey  ?  god,  knight,  I'll  tell  you  a  ftory  :  one 
of  our  Ambafladors  in  France,  you,  adevililh 
polite  fellow  reckon'd,  Dick  :  god,  you, 
what  does  the  king  of  France  do,  but,  fays 
he,  I'll  try  the  manners  of  this  fine  gentle- 
man :  fo,  knight,  going  into  a  coach  to- 
gether, the  king  would  have  my  lord  go 
firfl :  oh,  an't  pleafe  your  majefly,  I  can't  in- 
deed; you,  hey,  Dick  !  upon  which,  what 
does  me  the  king,  but  he  takes  his  arm  thus, 
you,  Dick,  am  I  king  of  France,  or  you? 
Is  it  my  coach  or  yours  ?  and  fo  puflies  him 
in  thus.  Hey,  Dick  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  he,  he, 
he! 

Sir  Pen.  God,  Dick,  I  believe  I  have  made 
a  miftake  here  -,  I  mould  have  gone  in  fi rft ; 
hey,  Dick  !  knight,  god,  you,  beg  pardon. 
Yes,  your  coach,  not  mine  -,  your  houfe,  not 
mine  ;  hey,  knight ! 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  a  merry  man,  Mr. 
Jenkins.  [Exit  the  two  Knights  and]cnk. 

Tim.  Father  and  coufin  are  gone,  fath 
and  fole  ! 

Jenny.  I  fancy  my  lover  is  a  little  puzzled 
how  to  begin. 

Tim.  How — Fath  and  fole,  I  don't  know 
fahat  to  fay:  how  d'ye  do,  mifs  Suck  ? 

Jenny.  Pretty  well,  thank  you. 
Tim.  You  have  had  a  choice  walk. — Tia 
a  rare  day,  fath  and  fole. 

Jenny. 
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Jenny*  Yes,  the  day's  well  enough. 
Tim.  Is  your  houfe  a  good  way  off  here  ? 
Jenny.  Dree  or  four  mile. 
Tim.  That's  a  good  long  walk,  fath ! 
Jenny.  I  make  nothing  of  it,  and  back 
again. 

Tim.  Like  enow.  [Whiffles. 

Jenny.  [Sings. 

Tim.  You  have  a  rare  pipe  of  your  own, 
mifs. 

Jenny.  lean  (ing  loud  enough,  if  I  have 
a  mind  :  but  father  don't  love  finging. 
Tim.  Like  enow.  [Whiffles. 

Jenny.  And  I  an't  overfond  of  whittling. 
Tim.  Hey  J   ay,   like  enow  :  and  I  am  a 
bitter  bad  finger. 

Jenny.  Hey  !  ay,  like  enough. 
Tim.  Pray,  mils  Suck,  did  ever  any  body 
make  love  to  you  before  ! 
Jenny.  Before  !   when  ? 
Tim.  Before  now. 
Jenny.  What  if  I  won't  tell  you  ? 
Tim.  Why  then  you  muft  let  it  alone, 
fath  and  fole. 

Jenny.  Like  enough. 
Tim.  Pray,  mils  Suck  ,did  your  father  tell 
you  any  thing  ? 

Jenny.  About  what  ? 
Tim.  About  I. 
Jenny,  What  (hould  a  tell  ? 
Tim.  Tell !    why,   as   how  I  and  father 
was  come  a  woing. 

Jenny. 
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'Jenny,  Who  ? 

Tim.  Why,  you.     Could  you  like  me  for 
a  fweet-heart,  Mifs  Suck  ? 

Jenny.  I  don't  know. 

Tim.  Mayhap  fomehody  may  ha'  got  your 
good  will  already  ? 

Jenny.  And  what  then  ? 

Tim.  Then  !  hey,  I  don't  know.  But  if 
you  could  fancy  me— — 

Jenny.  For  what  ? 

Tim.  For  your  true  lover. 

Jenny.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Tim.  Then:  hey!  why,  fath,  we  may 
chance  to  be  marry 'd,  if  the  old  folks  agree 
together. 

Jenny.  And  fuppofe  I  won't  he  marry'd 
to  you  ? 

Tim.  Nay,  Mifs  Suck,  I  can't  help  it,  fath 
and  fole.  But  father  and  mother  bid  me 
come  a  courting  :  and  ifyou  won't  ha'  me, 
I'll  tell  father  fo. 

Jenny.  You  are  in  a  woundy  hurry,  me- 
thinks. 

Tim.  Not  I,   fath !  you  may  flay  as  long 

n^ 

Enter  Waiter. 

Wait.  There's  a  woman  without  wants 
to  fpeak  with  Mr.  Timothy  Gazette. 

Tim.  That's  I.  I  am  glad  on't.  Well, 
Mifs  Suck,  your  fervant.  You'll  think  about 
it,  and  let's  know  your  mind  when  I  come 

back. 
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back. — god,  I  don't  care  whether  (he  likes 
me  or  no ;  I  don't  like  her  half  fo  well  as 
Mally  Pengroufe.— Well,  yourfervant,  Mifs 
Suck.  [Exit  Tim. 

Jenny.  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  unlick'd 
cub  ?  I  don't  think  his  fortune  a  fufficient 
reward  for  facrificing  my  perfon  to  fuch  a 
booby  :  but  as  he  has  moneyenough,  it  ihall 
go  hard  but  I  pleafe  myfelf :  I  fear  I  was  a 
little  too  backward  with  my  gentleman: 
but,  however,  a  favourable  anfwer  to  his  laft 
queftion  will  foon  fettle  matters. 

"Enter  Jenkins. 

Jenk.  Now,  Jenny,  what  news,  child  ? 
arc  things  fix'd  j  are  you  ready  for  the  nup- 
tial knot  ? 

Jenny.  We  are  in  a  fair  way  :  I  thought 
to  have  quicken'd  myfwain's  advances  by  a 
little  afteded  coynefs  >  but  the  trap  would 
not  take  :  I  expect  him  back  in  a  minute, 
and  then  leave  it  to  my  management. 

Jenk.  Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Jenny.  The  drawer  called  him  to  fome 
woman. 

Jenk.  Woman  !  he  neither  knows  or  is 
known  by  any  body  here.  What  can  this 
mean  ?  no  counterplot  !  but,  pox,  that's 
impoflible  !  you  have  not  blab'd  Jenny? 

Jenny.  My  intereft  would  prevent  me. 

Jenk.  Upon   that    fecurity  any  woman 
D  may, 


34        THEKNIGHTS. 
may,  I  think,  be  trufted.    I  muft  after  him 
tho'.  [Exit- 

Jenny.  I  knew  the  time  when  Jenkins 
would  not  have  left  me  fo  haftily  :  'tis  odd, 
that  the  fame  caufe  that  increafes  the  paflion, 
in  one  fex,  ihould  deftroy  it  in  the  other  : 
the  reafon  is  above  my  reach;  but  the  fa£t 
I  am  a  fevere  witnefs  of.  Heigh  ho  ! 

Enter  Hartop,  Sir  Penurious,  and  Sir  Gre- 
gory Gazette. 

Sir  Pen*  And  fo,  you  knight,  fays  he,  you 
know  knight,  what  low  dogs  the  miniftera 
were  then,  how  does  your  pot — a  pot,  you, 
that  they  put  over  the  fire  to  boil  broth  and 
meat  in. — You  have  feen  a  pot,  you  knight 
—how  does  your  pot  boil  thefe  troublefome 
times  ?  hey  you  !  god,  my  lord,  fays  he,  I 
don't  know,  I  feldom  go  into  my  kitchen  ; 
a  kitchen,  you  knight,  is  a  place  where  they 
drefs  victuals  !  roaft  and  boil,  and  fo  forth  ; 
god,  fays  he,  I  feldom  go  into  the  kitchen — 
but,  I  fuppofe,  the  fcum  is  uppermoft  dill  ; 
hey,  you  knight  !  what,  god,  hey  !  But 
where's  your  fon,  fir  Gregory  ?  good  now, 
good  now,  where's  Tim,  Mifs  Sukey  ?  lack- 
a-day,  what's  become  of  Tim  ? 

Jenny.  Gone  out  a  tiny  bit ;  he'll  be  here 
prefently. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now  !  good 
now!  well,' and  how  Mifs  Sukey — has  Tim? 
has  he?  well,  and  what,  you  have— wonder- 
ful !  Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant  'with  a  Letter. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  was  commanded  to  deliver 
this  into  your  own  hands  by  Mr.  Jenkins. 

Sir  Pen.  Hey,  you,  what,  a  letter  ?  god 
fo  !  any  anfwer  you  ?  hey  ! 

Serv.  None,  fir. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  fir  Penurious  is  bu- 
fy  !  well,  Mifs,  and  did  Tim  do  the  thing  ? 
did  he  pleafe  you  ?  come  now,  tell  us  the 
whole  ftbry  :  wonderful  J  rare  news  for 
dame  Winny  I  ha,  Tim's  father's  own  fon  ! 
but  come,  whifper— ay. 

Sir  Pen.  "I  have  only  time  to  tell  you  that 
your  fcheme  is  blafted  :  this  inflant  I  en- 
counter'd  Mrs.  Penelope  Trifle,  with  her 
niece,  they  will  foon  be  with  you."— So  then 
all's  over;  but  let's  fee  what  expedition  will 

do -Well,  you  knight,  hey!  what  have 

they  fettled  ?  Is  the  girl  willing  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now,  right  as 
my  leg  !  ah,  Tim,  little  did  I  think — bur* 
lack-a^day,  I  wonder  where  the  boy  is !  let's 
feek  him. 

Sir  Pen-  Agreed,  you  knight ;  hey,  come* 

Enter  Jenkins. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack»a-day,  here's  Mr.  Jen- 
kins. Good  now,  have  you  feen  Tim  ? 

Jenk.  Your  curioiity  {hall  be  immediately 
fatisfied  j  but  I  muft  firft  have  a  word  with 
fir  Penurious. 

Sir  Pern  Well  you,  what*  hey ;  any  news* 
Dick  ?  D  2 
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Jenk.  Better  than  you  could  hope,  your 
rival  is  difpos'd  of. 

Sir  Ten.  Difpos'd  of  !    how  ? 

Jenk.  Marry 'd  by  this  time,  you  rrgue  ! 
the  woman  that  wanted  him  was  no  other 
than  Mally  Pengroufe  ;  trudg'd  it  up  all  the 
way  after  him,  as  Tim  fays;  I  have  recom- 
mended them  to  my  chaplain,  and  before 
this  the  bufinefs  is  done. 

Har.  Bravifiimo!  you  rogue!  but  how 
fhall  I  get  off  with  the  knight ! 

Jenk.  Nay  that  mufl  be  your  contrivance. 

Har.  I  have  it — fuppofe  I  was  to  own  the 
whole  defign  to  Sir  Gregory,  as  our  plan  has 
not  fucceedcd  with  his  fon  ;  and  as  he  feems 
to  have  a  tolerable  regard  for  me,  it  is  pof- 
fible  he  may  aflift  my  fcheme  on  Sir  Pe- 
nurious. 

Jenk.  'Tis  worth  trying  however  :  but  he 
comes. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  good  now,  Mr.  Jenkins, 
have  you  leen  Tim  ?  I  can't  think  where 
ihe  boy — 

Har.  'Tis  now  time,  Sir  Gregory  to  fet 
you  clearwith  refpedt  to  fome  particulars  ;  I 
am  now  no  longer  fir  Penurious  Trifle,  but 
your  friend  and  relation,  Jack  Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  good  now,  good 
now,  couiin  Hartop,  as  I  am  a  living  man — 
hey — well,  but,  good  now,  how,  Mr,  Jen- 
kins, hey  ? 

Jenk. 
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Jenk.  The  ftory,  Sir  Gregory,  is  rather 
too  long  to  tell  you  now,  but  in  two  words  j 
my  friend  Hartop  has  very  long  had  a  paflion 
for  Mifs  Trifle  ;  and  was  appreheniive  your 
fon's  application  would  deltroy  his  views, 
which,  in  order  to  defeat,  he  aiTumed  the 
character  of  Sir  Penurious  :  but  he  is  fo 
captivated  with  your  integrity  and  friend- 
fhip,  that  he  rather  chufes  to  forego  his  own 
intereft,  than  interrupt  the  happinefs  of  your 
fon. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  good  now,  good 
now,  that's  kind  !  who  could  have  thought 
it,  coufin  Hartop  ?  lack-a-day,  well,  but 
where's  Tim  ?  hey  !  good  now,  and  who  are 
you  ? 

Jenk.  This,  fir,  is  Jenny,  the  handmaid 
of  the  houfe. 

SirGreg.  Wonderful!  a  peftilent  hufley  ! 
Ah,  Hartop,  you  are  a  wag!  a  pize  of  your 
pots  and  your  royal  oaks !  lack-a-day,  who 
could  ha  thought — ^-ah,  Jenny,  you're  a— — 
but  where's  Tim  ? 

Enter  Sir  Gregory's  Servant. 

Serv.  Wounds,  m after  !  never  flir  alive 
if  mafter  Tim  has  na  gone  and  marry'd 
Mally  Pengroufe. 

SirGreg.  Wonderful!  how,  firrah,  how? 

good'  now,    good    now,    coufin    Hartop~- 

Mally  Pengroufe  !   who  the  dickens  is  me  ? 

D  3  Serv. 
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Serv.  Matter  Timothy's  fweetheart  in 
Cornwal. 

Sir  Greg.  And  how  came  die  here  ?  lack- 
a-day,  coufin  ! 

Serv.  She  tramp'd  it  up  after  mafter  :  ma- 
fler  Timothy  is  without,  and  fays,  as  how 
they  be  rcarry'd:  I  wanted  him  to  come  in, 
but  he's  afraid  you'll  knock'n  down. 

Sir  Greg.  Knock'n  down  '  Good  now,  let 
ine  come  at  him  !  I'll — ah,  rogue  !  lack-a- 
day,  coufin,  (hew  me  where  he  is !  I'll — 

Har.  Moderate  your  fury,  good  Sir  Gre- 
gory •>  confider,  it  is  an  evil  without  a  re- 
medy. 

Sir  Greg.  But  what  will  dame  Winny  fay  ? 
good  now,  fuch  a  difparagement  to — and 
then,  what  will  fir  Penurious  fay  ?  lack-a- 
day,  I  am  almoft  diftracted  !  and  you,  you 
lubberly  dog  !  why  did  not  you — I'll — ah, 
coufin  Hartop  !  coufin  Hartop  !  good  now, 
good  now  ! 

Har.  Dear  fir,  be  calm  ;  this  is  no  fuch 
furprifing  matter  ;  we  have  fuch  inftances 
in  the  news  papers  every  day. 

Sir  Greg.  God  now,  no,  coufin,  no. 

Har.  Indeed  Sir  Gregory  it  was  but  l.ift 
week  that  lord  Lofty's  fon  marry'd  his  mo- 
ther's maid,  and  lady  Betty  Forward  run 
away  not  a  month  ago  with  her  uncle's 
butler. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  what  in  the  news  ? 
Good  now,  that's  fome  comfort  however, 
but  what  will  fir  Penurious—  Har. 
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-  Har.  As  to  that,  leave  him  to  me,  I  have 
a  projefl  to  prevent  his  laughing  at  you  I'll 
warrant. 

Sir  Greg.  But  how,  how,  coufin  Hartop, 
hew  ? 

Har.  Sir  Gregory,  dy'e  think  me  your 
friend  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  ay,  coufin,  ay. 

Har.  And  would  you  in  return  ferve  me 
in  a  circumftance  that  can't  injure yourfelf? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  to  be  fure,  coufin. 

Har.  Will  you  then  permit  me  to  affume 
the  figure  of  your  fon,  and  fo  pay  my 
addreffes  to  Mifs  Trifle  ?  I  was  pretty  happy 
in  the  imitation  of  her  father ;  and  if  I  could 
impofe  upon  your  fagacity,  I  mall  find  lefs 
difficulty  with  your  brother  knight. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now  !  Tim  !  ah,  you 
could  not  touch  Tim. 

Har.  I  warrant  you.  But  fee,  the  young 
gentleman, 

Enter  Tim. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah,  Tim,  Tim  !  little  did  1-^- 
Good  now,  good  now  ! 

'Tim.  1  could  not  help  it  now,  fath  and 
fole:  but  if  you'll  forgive  me  this  time,  I'll 
never  do  fo  no  more. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  if  thee  can'ft  for- 
give thyfelf,  I  can  forgive  thee ;  but  thank 
thy  coufin  Hartop. 

Har.  Oh,  fir !  if  you  are  fatisfy'd,  I  am 
rewarded.  I  wi(h  you  joy ;  joy  to  you,  child, 

Sir  Greg.  Thanks,  coufin  Hartop. 

D  4  Enter 
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Enter  Waiter. 

Wait.  Sir,  Mrs.  Penelope  Trifle,  with  her 
niece,  being  come  to  town,  and  hearing 
your  worlhip  was  in  the  houfe,  would  be 
glad  to  pay  you  their  compliments. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  wonderful !  here 
we  are  all  topfy-turvey  again!  what  can  be 
done  now,  coufin  Hartop? 

Har.  Dick  !  (hew  the  Ladies  in  here,  but 
delay  them  a  little.  The  luckieft  incident  in 
the  world,  fir  Gregory  !  If  you  will  be  kind 
enough  to  lend  Jenkins  your  dref?,  and  ma- 
iler Timothy  will  favour  me  with  his,  I'll 
make  up  matters  in  a  moment. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  ay,  coufin  ! 

Tim.  Fath  and  fole,  you  {hall  have  mine 
dire — 

Har.  No,  no,  ftep  into  the  next  room  a 
minute,  fir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  ay,  where  you  will. 

Tim.  Fath,  here  will  be  choice  fport. 

[Exeunt. 

'Enter Mrs.  Penelope  andSuck,  'with  Waiter* 

Wait.  The  gentlemen  will  wait  on  you 
prefently.  Would  you  chufe  any  refrefh- 
ment  ? 

Suck.  A  draught  of  ale,  friend,  for  I'm 
main  dry. 

Pen.  Fie  !  fie  !  Niece  !  Is  that  liquor  for 
a  young  lady  ?  Don't  difparage  your  family 

and 
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and  breeding!  The  perfon  is  to  be  born  that 
ever  faw  me  touch  any  thing  ftronger  than 
water  till  I  was  three-and-twenty. 

Suck.  Troth  !  aunt,  that's  fo  Jong  ago, 
that  I  think  there's  few  people  alive  who  can 
remember  what  you  did  then. 

Pen.  How!  Gillflirt!  none  of  your  fleers  ! 
I  am  glad  here's  a  hufband  coming  that-  will 
take  you  down  :  your  tantrums  !  You  are 
grown  too  head-ftrong  and  robuft  for  me. 

Suck.  Gad,  I  believe  you  would  be  glad 
to  be  taken  down  the  fame  way  ! 

Pen.  Oh  !  you  are  a  pert  --  But  fee  your 
lover  approaches.  NowSukey,  be  careful, 
child  :  none  of  your  -- 

Enter  Jenkins  as  Sir  Gregory,  and  Hartop 
as  Tim. 


Lack-a-day,  Lady  !  I  rejoice  to  fee 
you!  wonderful  !  and  your  Niece  !  Tim, 
the  ladies. 

Har.  Your  fervant,  Miftrefs  !  I  am  glad 
to  fee  you,  Mifs  Suck.  [Salutes  her.]  Path 
and  fole,  Miftrefs  Suck's  a  fine  young  wo- 
man, more  or  lefs  ! 

Suck.  Yes,  lam  well  enough,  I  believe. 

Jenk.  But,  Lady  !  where's  my  brother 
Trifle  ?  where  is  fir  Penurious  ? 

Suck.  Father's  at  home  in  expectation  of 
you,  and  aunt  and  I  be  come  to  town  to 
inake  preparations. 

Jtnt. 
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Jenk.  Ay  !  wonderful !  pray,  lady  \  (hall 
I,  good  now  !  crave  a  word  in  private  ? 
Tim,  will  you  and  your  fweetheart  draw 
back  a  little  ? 

Har.  Yes,  father  ;  come,  Mifs  will  you 
jog  a  tinny-bit  this  way  ? 

Suck.  With  all  my  heart ! 

Jenk,  There  is,  Lady,  a  wonderful  affair 
has  happen'd,  good  now  !  fon  Tim  has  fallen 
in  love  with  a  young  woman  at  his  uncle's, 
and  'tis  partly  to  prevent  bad  confequences 
that  I  am,  lack-a-day  I  fo  hafty  to  match 
him  ;  and  one  of  my  men,  good  now  !  tells 
me  that  he  has  feen  the  wench  fince  we  have 
been  in  town  -,  (he  has  followed  us  here,  fure 
as  a  gun,  Lady  !  If  Tim  fees  the  girl  he'll 
never  marry  your  niece. 

Pen.  It  is  indeed,  fir  Gregory  Gazette,  a 
mod  critical  conjuncture,  and  requires  the 
moft  mature  deliberation. 

Jenk.  — Deliberation  !  lack-a-day  !  lady  ! 
Whilfl  we  deliberate  the  boy  will  be  loft. 

Pen.  Why,  fir  Gregory  Gazette,  what 
operations  can  we  determine  upon. 

Jenk.    Lack-a-day  !  I  know  but  one. 

Pen.  Adminifter  your  proportion,  fir 
Gregory  Gazette,  you  will  have  my  con- 
currence, Sir,  in  any  thing  that  does  not  de- 
rogate from  the  regulations  of  conduct ; 
for  it  would  be  moft  prepofterous  in  one  of 
my  character,  to  deviate  from  the  flrictcft 
attention. 

Jenk. 
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Jenk.  Lack-a-day,  lady  !  no  fuch  matter 
s  wanted.  But,  good  now  !  could  not  we 
tack  the  young  couple  together  direclly  ? 
your  brother  and  I  have  already  agreed. 

Pe&  Are  the  previous  preliminaries 
iettled,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette  ? 

Good  novv!  as  firm  as  a  rock' 


Pen.  Why,   then  to  preferve  your  fon 
and  accomplish  the  union  between  our  fami- 
lies  I  have  no  o^edions  to  the  acceleration 
or  their  nuptials,  provided  the  child  is  in- 
Clmed,  and  a  minifter  may  be  procur'd. 

JOtk.  Wonderful  !  you  are  very  good  ! 
good  now  !  there  has  been  one  match  al- 
ready in  the  houfe  to-day.  We  may  have 
the  lame  parfon;  here!  Tim!  and  young 
gentlewoman  !—  well,  Mifs  !  wonderful  and 
how  ?  has,  Tim  ?  hey,  boy  !  Is  not  Mifs 
a  fine  young  lady  ? 

Bar.  Fath  and  fole,  father!  Mifs  is  a 
charming  young  woman  !  all  red  and  white, 
like  Mally—  Hum  ! 

Jenk.  Hum,  Tim  !  well,  and  Mifshowdoes 
my  boy  :  he's  an  honeft  hearty  lad  !  has  he  ? 
good  now  J  had  the  art  ?  how  d'ye  like  him, 
young  gentlewoman  ? 

Suck.  Liken  ?   well  enough,  I  think. 

Jenk.  Why,  then,  Mils,  with  your  leave 
your  aunt  and  I  here  have  agreed,  if  you  are 
willing  to  have  the  wedding  over  diredly. 


Suck. 
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Suck.  Gad  !  with  all  my  heart.  Aik  the 
young  man. 

Har.  Path  and  fole  !  juft  as  you  pleafe, 
to-day,  to-morrow,  or  when  you  will, 
more  or  left. 

Jenk.  Good  now,  good  now  !  then  get  you 
in  there,  there  you  will  find  one  to  do  your 
bufinefs  :  wonderful  !  matters  will  foon  be 
managed  within.  Well,  lady,  this  was, 
good  now,  fo  kind  !  lack-a-day!  I  verily  be- 
lieve if  dame  Winny  was  dead  that  1  mould 
be  glad  to  lead  up  fuch  another  dance  with 
you,  lady  ! 

Pen.  You  are,  fir,  fomething  too  preci- 
pitate :  nor  would  there,  did  circumftances 
concur  as  you  infmuate,  be  fo  ablolute  a  cer- 
titude, that  I  who  have  rejected  fo  many 
matches  mould  inftantaneouily  (uccumb. 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day  !   lady  !    good    now  ! 

Pen.  No,  fir ;  I  would  have  you  intrud- 
ed, that  had  not  Penelope  Trifle  made  irre- 
fragable refolutions,  (he  need  not  fo  long 
have  preferved  her  family  firname. 

Jenk.  Wonderful  !    why,  I  was  only— 

Pen.  Nor  has  the  title  of  lady  Gazette, 

fuch  refplendent  charms  or  fuch  bewitching 

allurements,  as  to  throw  me  at  once  into  the 

arms  of  fir  Gregory— 

Jenk.  Good  now  !    who  fays 

Pen.  Could  wealth,  beauty,  or  titles  fu- 
perior  to  perhaps— 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Gregory,  Roger,  and  Tim. 

Tim.  Yes,  indeed,  father;  Mr.  Hartop 
knew  on't  as  well  as  I  j  and  Mr.  Jenkins 
got  us  a  parfon, 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now!  good  now  !  a  rare 
couple  of  friends  !  but  I'll  be  even  with 
them!  I'll  marr  their  market !  Mafter  Jen- 
kins, you  have  fobb'd  me  finely  ! 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day!  what's  the  matter  now? 
Sir  Greg.  Come,  come,  none  of  your  lack- 
a-day!  none  of  your  gambols,  nor  your 
tricks  to  me  ;  good  now,  good  now  !  give 
me  my  cloaths  !  here  take  your  tawdry 
trappings.  I  have  found  you  out  at  laft  : 
I'll  be  no  longer  your  property. 

Jenk.  Wonderful !  what's  ail  this  !  lady! 
good  now  !  good  now  !  what's  here,  aftage- 
play  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Play  me  no  plays  !  but  give  me 
my  wig  !  and  your  precious  friend  my  loving 
coufin,  (pize  on  the  kindred)  let'n— • • 

Jenk.  Good  now !  good  now  !  what  are 
ihefe  folks  ?  as  fure  a  gun  they're  mad. 

Sir  Greg.  Mad  !  no,  no  !  we  are  neither 
mad  nor  fools  :  no  thanks  to  you  tho'. 

Pen.  What  is  all  this?  can  you  unravel 
this  perplexity,  untwine  this  myftery,  fir 
Gregory  Gazette  ? 

Sir  Greg.  He,  fir  Gregory  Gazette  ?lack-a- 

day,  lady !  you  are  tricked,  impofedon,  bam- 

i  boozled  $ 
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boozled  -,  good  now  !  good  now  !  'tis  I  am  Sir 
Gregory  Gazette. 

Pen.  How  ! 

T/>».  Path  and  fole,  'tis  true,  miftrefs !  and 
I  am  his  Ton  Tim,  and  will  fwear  it. 

Pen  Why  is  n't  Mr.  Timothy  Gazette 
with  my  niece  Sufannah  Trifle  ? 

7V/H.  Who,  me  ?  lord  !  no  'tis  none  of  I, 
it  is  coufin  Hartop  in  my  cloaths. 

Pen.  What's  this  ?    and  pray  who— 

Jenk.  Why,  as  I  fee  the  affair  is  conclud- 
ed you  may,  madam,  call  me  Jenkins:  come, 
Hartop, you  may  now  throwoffyour  diguife; 
the  knight  had  like  to  have  embarraffed  us. 

Pen.  How,  Mr.  Jenkins!  and  would  you, 
fir,  participate  of  a  plot  too 

Har.  Madam,  in  the  iffue  yourfamily  will, 
I  hope,  have  no  great  reafon  to  repent;  I  al- 
ways had  the  greateft  veneration  for  Mifs 
Penelope  Trifle's  underftanding;  the  higheft 
efteem  !  for  her  virtues  can  intitle  me  to  the 
honour  of  being  regarded  as  her  relation. 

Pen.  Sir,  I  (hall  determine  on  nothing,  'till 
I  am  apprifed  of  my  brother's  refolution. 

Har.  For  that  we  mud  wait.  Sir  Gregory, 
I  muft  intreat  you  r.rd  your  fon's  pardon  for 
fome  little  liberties  I  have  taken  with  you 
both.  Mr.  Jenkins,  I  have  the  higheft  obli- 
gation to  your  friendship  ;  and  Mifs,  when 
we  becomea  little  better  acquainted,  1  flatter 
myfelf,  the  change  will  not  prove  unpleating. 

Suck.  I  know  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Hart. 
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Hart.  Sir  Gregory,  we  fhall  have  your 
company  at  dinner. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  no,  no,  that  boy  has 
fpoil'd  my  ftomach  —  come,  Tim,  fetch  thy 
rib,  and  let  us  be  jogging  towards  Wales  5 
but  how  thou  wilt  get  off  with  thy  mo- 
ther -- 

Never  fear,   father  -- 


Since  you  have  been  pleas'd  our  nuptial 

knot  to  blefs, 

We  (hall  be  happy  all  our  lives  —  mor«  or 
lefs-  — 
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PROLOGUE. 

Sfoken  ly  Mr,  F  O  O  T  E. 

iy'O  R   twit's  keen  fatire,  and  this  laughing  ft  age, 
-*     What  theme  fo  fruitful  as  a  Bankrupt  Sge  ? 
for  not  confined  to  commerce  is  the  curje, 
The  head  is  near  as  empty  as  the  purfe  ; 
Equally  funk,  our  credit  and  our  wit, 
Nor  is  the  fage  more  fol*vent  than    the   cit ; 

Jill  thefe but  /oft,  ere  thus  abroad  nvf  roam, 

Were  it  not  prudent  firji  to  look  at  home  ? 

You,  gentle  Sirs,  ha<ve  gi<u'n  me  credit  long, 

And  took  my  word  for  many  an  idle  fong  ; 

But  if  exhaufted,  1  gi<ve  notes  to-day, — 

For  wit  and  humour,  which  I  cannot  pay, 

I  muft  turn  Bankrupt  too,   and  hop  away* 

Unlefs  indeed,  I  modijhly  apply, 

for  leave  to  fell  my  works  by  lottery, 

ybo' few  will  favour,  wkere's  no  cajh  to  fee'em, 

Poor  hopes,  that  way  to  part  with  my  Mujeum  : 

My  old  friend,   Smirk,  indeed,  may  lend  his  aidt 

And  fell  by  au£iion  all  my  Jlock  in  trade  ; 

His  placid  features,  and  imploring  eye, 
May  tempt  perhaps  the  tardy  toivn  to  luy  j 
His  ^winning  manner,  and  his  foft  addrefs, 
To  other  fates  of  mine  have  giifn  fuccefs  ; 
But  after  all,    m<  ever  honoured  friends, 

On  you  alcne  my  fate  this  night  depend:  ; 

I've  fought  fome  battles,  gained  Jome  <uitfries  here, 

Jlnd  little  thought  a  culprit    to  appear 

Hefore  this  houfe  ;  but  if  refol<v'd  )ou  go 

*  o  find  me  guilty,  or  to  make  me  fo, 

7o  grant  me  neither  ivit,  no>-  tejle,  nor  fenfet 

Vain  ivere  m\  plea,  and  ufelefs  mv  defence. 

fut  Jlill,   I  will  not  fteal,  I  will  not  beg, 

$/jo'  I've  a  paj/pcrt  in  this  ivcoden  leg. 

But  to  my  cot   contentedly  retire, 

And  Jlew  my  cabbage  by  my  only  fire  j 

Nean  time,  great  Sirs,  my  feme  nee  yet  unknown, 

E'en  as  your  'Juftice  be  your  candour  Jkewn, 

And  when  you  touch  mj  honour,  don't  forget  your  wan, 

\ 
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BANKRUPT. 


A     C     T       I. 


Enter  ROBIN  and  KITTY,  meeting. 

ROBIN. 

THIS  letter  and  cafket,  with  my  matter's 
moft  refpectful  Compliments,    you   will, 
Kitty,    with  your  own  fair  hands,    deliver  to 
Mifs. 

KITTY. 

The  Cafket  is  heavy — I  fuppofe,  Mr.  Robin, 
this  is  what  my  Lady  calls  the  Purryfunalia  ? 

ROBIN. 

A  fmall  tribute,  Madam,  to  adorn  the  bride 
on  the  happy  occafion. 


B 


KITTY, 


a        THE    BANKRUPT. 

KITTY. 

What  then,  I  fuppofe  you  look  upon  this  mar- 
riage as  good  as  concluded. 

ROBIN. 

Things  are  gone  fuch  a  length,  that  not  the 
leaft  doubt  can  be  made. 

KITTY. 

And  yet  between  the  cup  and  the  lip, — you 
remember  the  proverb  ? 

___/-.  •;  L-       ROBIN. 
One  of  the  parties  may  die  to  be  fure,  other- 
wife  I  don'c  know  how — 

KIT  TV. 
No? 

ROBIN. 

No :  The  young  lady  has  not  alter'd  her 
mind? 

KITTY. 
Not  to  my  knowledge. 

ROBIN.  -J^i 

What,  Sir  Robert  Rifcounter,  her  father  ? 
thefe  curmudgeonly  cits  regard  no  ties,  no  obli- 
gations when  they  have  an  higher  intereft  in 
view.  I  fuppofe  he  has  received  larger  propofals 
ironi  fome  other  party. 

KI  T-rV^ 

I  have  heard  no  fuch  thing 

ROBIN. 

Well  then,  I  am  fure  no  irr.pedir  T  can  arife 
from  our  quarter,  M;  mailer,  c  j  -mes  Bid- 

dulph, 
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dulph,  is  too  much  a  man  of  honour :  befides, 

I  know  his  whole. foul  is  wrapt  up  in  Mifs  Lydia. 

KITTY. 

He  has  given  her  pretty  convincing  proofs  of 
his  pafTion. 

ROBIN. 

"What,  I  fuppofe  the  malicious  mother-in-law, 
who,  I  know,  hates  Mifs,  and  has  a  damn'd  deal 
of  art,  in  conjunction  with  Mifs  Lucy,  that  pre- 
cious pledge  of  her  former  hufband's  affections, 
has  contrived  to  throw  fome  confounded  rub  in 
the  way. 

KITTY. 

Blefs  me,  Mr.  Robin,  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean,  I  am  fure  I  faid  nothing  at  all. 

ROBIN. 
No? 

KITTY. 

No.  But  only  that  things  which  are  not  done, 
may  perhaps  never  be  done ;  there  is  nothing 
certain  but  death. 

ROBIN. 

Very  moral,  Mifs  Kitty, — (there  is  fome  mif- 
tery,  if  I  could  but  get  dt  it,  but  this  flut  is  as 
cunning — I  will  have  a  trial,  however)  nay,  for 
the  matter  of  that,  I  can  have*  Mrs.  Kitty,  no 
intereft  at  all  in  this  match:  there. is  fo  much 
confinement,  and  form,  even  in  the  mod  fafiiion- 
abie  families,  that  a  fingle  fervice-is  bed  fuited 
to  me,  efpecially  too,  thac  now  I  am  got  into 
moll  of  the  clubs:  there  is  one  ciroirattance  I 
rr  tot  -  B  2  ftiall 


4        THE    BANKRUPT. 

(hall   moft  feelingly  regret:  That  I    own,  will 
greatly  touch  me. 

KITTY. 

And  pray,  what  may  that  be,  Mr.  Robin  ? 
ROBIN. 

Not  living  under  the  fame  roof  with  Mifs 
Kitty.  I  made  no  doubt,  Madam,  but  your 
fortunes  would  follow  your  miftrefs's,  and, 
in  that  cafe,  I  thought  to  (often  the  rigours  of  my 
captivity,  in  your  agreeable  converfe. 

KITTY. 

Really,  Mr.  Robin  ?  Well,  I  proteft,  I  did 
not. 

ROBIN. 

And  when  our  mutual  endeavours  had  pro- 
cured for  us  a  fmall  independence,  I  fiatter*d  my- 
felf  with  gently  fliding  the  down-hill  of  life, 
fubject  to  no  other  will  but  Mifs  Kitty's. 

KITTY. 

What  a  difference  between  him,  and  the  fer- 
vants  of  this  fide  the  bar  ? — Really,  Mr.  Robin, 
you  talk  nearly  as  well  as  your  mafter. 

ROBIN. 
And  no  wonder,  Madam,  fince  love,  the  fame 

deity,  infpires  us  both. 

KITTY. 

How  quick  you  are  in  your  rippar'tees,  Mr. 
Robin  ?  are  you  good  at  a  riddle  ? 

ROBIN. 

If  you  mean  the  making  them,  no  ;  it  is  too 
low  a  fpecies  of  writing  for  me ;  for  novels  I 

have 
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have  now  and  then  fome  dealings  with  Noble, 
and  have  by  me  a  genteel  comedy  of  one  aft, 
that  is  thought  to  have  a  good  deal  of  merit, 

KITTY. 

And  Pray  when  does  it  make  its  appearance  ? 
ROB  I^N. 

Why,  faith,  I  don't  know,  all  the  managers 
are  fuch  fcribblers,  that  they  won't  give  a  genius 
fair  play,  but  engrofs  the  whole  ftage  to  them- 
felves. 

KITTY. 

Very  felfilh,  indeed.  Well,  Mr.  Robin,  though 
you  won't  make  a  riddle,  I  will,  which,  as  my 
Lady  expects  me,  you  may  ftudy  to  expound  by 
yourfelf.  This  match  won't  take  place,  and  yet 
are  none  of  the  parties  to  blame;  I  may  live  in 
trie  fame  houfe  with  you,  though  I  mould  leave 
my  young  Miftrefs's  fervice,  and  the  lofs  of  my 
place  may  perhaps  be  the  making  of  my  fortune. 
So  Adieu. 

ROBIN. 

Nay,  but  Mifs  Kitty,  one  word,  ifyoupleafe. 
KITTY. 

Not  a  fyllable,  go,  and  puzzle  your  brains. 
jBut  take  this,  for  your  comfort,  that  if  you  can- 
not at  prefent  make  out  my  meaning,  a  little  time 
will  fully  explain  it.  [Exit. 

ROBIN. 

So  fldttilh  and  Ihy,  Mrs.  Pert!  but  if  our 
next  meeting  don't  bring  forth  this  fccrei,  you 
are  no  true  chambermaid,  nor  I  fit  for  a  valet  de 
chambre.  All  referve  amongft  (ervants  is  flat 

treafon 
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treafon  againft  the  community.  Every  well-dif- 
ciplin*d  domeftic  is  bound  in  honour,  however 
careful  of  his  own,  to  reveal  all  family  Jecrets,  to 
the  reft  of  the  tribe.  But  I  muft  brulh  off,  for 
here  comes  my  Lady.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lady  RISCOUNTER,  and  JAMES. 

Lady    RI6COUNTER. 
And  he  has  promifed  that  the  paragraph  (hall 
appear  in  the  paper  this  morning? 
JAMES. 

I  am  afraid,  Madam,  there  is  no  doubt  of  his 
keeping  his  word. 

Lady     RISCOUNTER. 
Afraid !  what  a  pufillanimous  creature  art  thou? 

JAMES. 

As  your  Ladyfhip,  by  what  means  I  know 
not,  is  acquainted  with  my  veneration  for  Mifs, 
you  can't  wonder  at  my  feeling  fome  compunc- 
tion, in  becoming  an  inftrument  to  ruin  her 
fame. 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 

Why  the  fellow  is  a  fool :  don't  you  confider, 
that  her  ruin,  as  you  call  it,  will  be  your  rife  ? 

JAMES. 
Perhaps  fo,  Madam,  but  how  can  I — 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 
You  love  Lydia,  you  fay  ? 

JAMES. 
More  than  I  have  words  to  exprcfs. 

Lady 
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Lady    RISCOUNTER. 

And  Sir  James  Biddulph  you  deteft,  as  a  fuc- 
cefsful  rival,  no  doubt  ? 

JAMES. 
Except  on  that  account,  I  have  no  reafon, 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 
And  what  better  reafon  can  any  man  have  ? 
don't  you  know,  that  the  two  great  matter  paf- 
fions  that  give  birth  to  all  that  we  do,  is  hatred 
and  love  ? 

JAMES. 
"Without  doubt. 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 

The  mind  would  ftagnate  without  them ;  and 
are  not  you  particularly  fortunate,  in  being  able, 
by  one  malterly  ftroke,  to  gratify  both  ? 

JAMES. 
Were  I  indeed  fure  of  fucceeding  with  Mifs  ? 

Lady    RISCOUNTER.,  ,  A  ^ 
You  have  every  probable  chance  in  your  fa- 
vour: in  the  firft  place,  it.is  jmpoffible,  confid- 
ently with  his  honour,  that  Sir  James  Biddulph. 
can  purfue  his  defigr.s  upon  Lydia.  • 

J  A  M  E  S. 
May  be  hot. 

Lady    R  I  S  C  O  U  NT  E  R. 

Nor  will  any  proper  fuitable  perfon  think  of 
her  when  her  reputation  is  gone. 

JAMES. 
Too|rue,  I  believe. 

LADY 
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Lady    RISCOUNTER. 

Then,  who  fo  likely  to  fucced  as  yourfelf  ?  as 
you  are  the  party  fufpected,  common  policy  will 
point  out  you  for  her  hufband. 
JAMES. 
But  will  Mifs  Lydia  be  brought  to  fubmit  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
She  can  have  no  choice  but  her  father's.  Him, 
I  can  eafily  manage,  and  po/Kbly,  as  a  douceur, 
prevail  on  him  to  augment  the  very  confiderable 
fortune  Ihe  derives  from  her  aunt ;  never  fear, 
things  are  in  a  very  good  way. 
JAMES. 

I  muft  fubmit  all  to  your  ladyfliip's  manage- 
ment. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Your  part  will  be  eafy  enough,  you  will  have 
nothing  to  do  but  be  pafiive. 

Enter  KITTY,  and  LUCY,  with  a  news- 
paper  in  her  band 

LUCY. 

Here,  Madam,  here  it  is,  and   placed  in  a 
moft  confpicuous  part  of  the  paper. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
And  no  alteration  ? 

LUCY. 

Not  a  word.     In  the  exaft  form  that  we  fenc 
it. 

Lady 
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Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Pr'ythee  read  it,  my  cear. 
LUCY. 

[Reads.]  "  We  can  aflure  the  publick,  from 
"  the  very  beft  authority,  that  the  beautiful 
"  daughter,  by  a  forme/  venture,  of  an  emi- 
*'  nent  banker,  not  far  from  the  Monument, 
"  was  furprifcd  by  the  fervan's,  in  a  moft  criti- 

«'  tical  ficuation,  with  Mr.  J s,  clerk  to  her 

"  father." 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Right,  right. 

LUCY. 

"  And  what  heightens  her  crime,  me  was  on 
"  the  eve  of  being  married  to  an  amiable  young 
"  baronet,  at  the  weft  end  of  the  town,  the  ap- 
'*  parent  object  of  her  own  choice." 
Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Finely  circumftantial,  it  is  impoffible  for  any 
body  to  err  in  the  perfon. 

L  U  C  Y- 

Not  in  nature  ;  now,  I  think,  we  fhall  pull 
do  vn  Mifs  Prudery's  pride. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
It  cannot  fail.     Kitty,  you  have  carefully  pe- 
rufed  the  inftruclions  I  gave  "ou. 

KITTY. 
Pleafe  your  ladylhip,  I  have  them  by  heart. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Don't  be  too  forward  in  replying  to  any  quef- 
tion  they  put  to  you  ;  but  anfwer  with  a  kind  of 
C  reluctant 
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reluftant  hefitation,  as  if  the  fafts  were  forc'd 
from  your  mouth. 

KITTY. 

Never  fear,  Madam. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Don't  forget  to  make  frequent  profeffions  of 
the  great  love  and  affeftion  you  bear  your  young 
miftrefs,  that  you  could  not  have  thought   ir, 
(han't  know   whom  to  truft  for  the  future  ;  rea- 
dy to  lay  down  your  life  for  your  lady. 
LUCY. 

Suggeft  too,  that  fome  ftrange  arts  muft  have 
been  ufed,  or  you  are  convinc'd  me  could  never 
have  been  brought  to  fubmit. 

KITTY. 

I  (hall  carefully,  Madam,  obey  your  direc- 
tions. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

And  fqueeze  out  a  tear  now  and  then,  if  you 
can. 

LUCY. 

Or,  if  they  won't  come,  rub  your  eyes  till 
they  are  red. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Right  i  this  will  give  probability  to  all  that 
you  fay. 

.LUCY. 

Otherwife,  the  young  hypocrite's  behaviour 
has  been  always  fo  fpecious,  thofe  who  know 
her  won't  credit  the  (lory. 

KITTY. 
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KITTY. 

Suppofe,    Madam,    Sir  James  Biddu/ph    Or 
any  body  elfe,  fhould  make  any  enquiry/ 

Lady  RIS  COUNTER. 
Anfwer  none  of  their  queflions  ;  your  tender- 
nefs  for  Lydia  will  be  a  proper  excufe  ;  to  your 
matters  authority,  indeed,  you  are  obli  Jd  £ 
fubmit.     You  comprehend  me  ? 

KITTY. 
Perfeftly,  Madam. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 


nd™  crnruons, 

and  remember,  Kitty,  your  fortune  is  at  ftake  • 
Succeft,  m  this  one  inftance>  wyi  make   Qu 


KITTY. 

The  beft  I  can  do  will  be  but  a  poor  return 
for  your  ladyfhip's  goodnefs. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Send  the  news-paper  in  to  your  mafter.  [Exit 

ESSL?"  ve>  James>  feen  none  °f  °ur 

people  this  morning. 

JAMES. 
I  have  not  enter'd  the  (hop. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Then  get  out  of  the  way  as  faft  as  you  can; 
fecrete  yourfclf  fomewhere,  that  will  give  addi- 
tional  ftrength  to  the  ftory.     Your  withdrawing 
Will  argue  a  cpnfcioufnefs  arifmg  from  guile. 

Ca  JAME& 
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JAMES. 
That  I  moft  fufficiently  feel. 

Lady  R1SCOUNTER. 
Succefs  will  foon  drown  the  remembrance. 
[Exit  James.]  That  fellow  muft  not  appear  ; 
his  mind  is  fo  maukifh,  that,  ihould  he  be  con- 
fronted with  Lydia,  he  would  betray  our  whole 
plot  in  an  inftant. 

LUCY. 

It  is  a  wonder,  Madam,  how  have  you  got  all 
this  addrefs :  inftead  of  a  private  family,  you 
are  form'd  to  govern  a  country. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Why,    I   think,    I  may   without  vanity  fay, 
that  I  deriv'd  from  nature  fome  talents  for  this 
kind  of  intrigue  ;  but  to  the  care  of  my  educa- 
tion I  chiefly  owe  what  I  am. 
LUCY. 
Indeed,  Madam  ! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

My  father  was  a  (lock- broker,  you  know,  and 
your  father,  my  firft  hufband,  an  attorney,  my 
dear. 

LUCY. 
True,  Madam. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
And  as  they  had  no  referve,  they  kept  no  fe- 
crets  from  me,  I  rnuft  have  been  a  blockhead, 
indeed,  not  to  have  made  fonae  progrefs  in  their 
i  arts. 

LUCY. 
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LUCY, 

True,  Madam. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

But  after  defeating  Sir  James  Biddulph's  de- 
figns  upon  Lydia,  to  turn,  the  tide  of  his  affec- 
tions, and  fubftitute  you  in  her  room,  will,  Lw- 
cy,  be  the  great  political  effort. 
LUCY. 

From  your  ladyfliip's  great  abilities  there  cam- 
not  be  the  leaft  doubt  of  fuccefs  :  befides,  her 
father  is  fo  hafty  and  violent  that,  I  arn  fur-e,  he 
will  never  be  brought  to  forgive  her. 
Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

There  is  no  relying  on  that  5  no  mortal  was 
ever  fo  mutable.  Our  various  climate  is  not  fo 
inconftant  as  he.  Sir  Robert  is  choleric  enough, 
but  then,  as  he  is  provoked  without  caufe,  he  is 
appeafed  without  reafon  ;  one  word  will  inflame, 
another  extinguifh  'he  fire ;  whom  one  minute 
he  perfecutes,  che  next  he  protects.  His  joy, 
grief,  love,  hatred,  are  in  eternal  rotation,  and 
I  have  been  often  tempted  to  think  his  mind  a 
machine,  moved  only  by  the  immediate  objects 
before  it. 

LUCY. 

And  yet,  Madam,  how  compleatly  you  rule 
him  ! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
No  longer,  child,  than  I  flay  by  his  fide ;  af- 
ter that,  the  firft  perfon  has  him  that  fees  him, 
and  all  my  impreffions  are  effac'd  in  an  inftant. 

*  Enter 
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Enter  KITTY. 
KITTY. 

My  matter  has  got  at  the  paragraph. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Has  he  fo  ?  well,  and — > 

KITTY. 

He  enquired,  Madam,  for  you,  and  putting 
his  finger  here,  bid  me  mew  this  diredly  to  your 
ladyfhip. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

He  did  not  fufpect  then  that  I  had  feen  it  be- 
fore ? 

KITTY. 

Not  in  the  leaft— but  here  he  comes,  tottering 
and  trembling — wi.h  his  face  as  white  as  a  meet. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Get  you  behind. 

hnterSir  ROBERT  RISCOUNTER. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Well,  my  dear,  have  you  read 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Sir  Robert*  I  have. 

,/ir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Have  yoi^fo  ?  Well,  and  pray  what  do  you 
thinly  ?  Did  you  ever  fee  fuch  an  audacious,  abo- 
minable, impudent,  fcandalous  piece  of  fcurri- 
lity  ?  Zounds,  give  me  my  cane,  I  will  go  di- 
rectly to  the  rafcally  printer's,  and 

3  Lady 
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Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
But  fuppofe,  Sir  Robert,  the  printer  Ihould 
not  be  paflive,  and,  in  return  for  the  ftrokes  of 
your  cane,  Ihould  leave  the  marks  of  his  nails  in 
your  face. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

There  may  be  fomefting  in  that,  as  your  la- 
dyfhip  fays,  I  have  heard  lome  of  the  rogues  are 
ftrong  and  fturdy  enough. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
And,  firft,  let  us  be  fure  who  the  party  is  the 
paragraph  points  at. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Hey !  what  d'ye  fay  ?  points  at  ?  why,  it  is 

as  clear  as  the  fun— [takes  the  paper] — banker 

Monument— firft  venture — zounds,  they  might 
as  well  have  publifhed  my  name,  and  my  daugh- 
tei's,  at  length. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Why,    to    fay  truth,    the  marks  are   pretty 
ftrong  j  but  ftill   let  us  coolly  confider  the  cafe. 
Kitty,  go  down  ;   Lucy,  my  dear,  leave  £ir  Ro- 
bert and  me  together  a  little. 

[Exit  Lucy  and  Kitty. 
Sir  ROBERT. 

Ay,  go,  child,  pr'ythee  go.  I  don't  believe, 
Lady  Rifcounter,  that  there  is  a  fingle  man  in 
the  Ward,  who  *ould  have  the  lead  hefitation  in 
pronouncing  who  was — 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Well,  but  don't  let  us  be  in  fuch  hurry  to  make 
the  application  ourfelves  i  the  malice  of  others 

will 
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will  be  ready  enough  to  do  that :  let  me  fee,  is 
there  no  other  banker  lives  near  the  Monument  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Not  tint  I  know ;  but  fuppofe  there  mould, 
here*,  the  weft  end  of  the  town,  and  the  amiable 
baronet,  puts  the  matter  out  of  difputc:  hey, 
what  d'ye  fay  ? — 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
That,  indeed ;  but,  hold  a  little,  does  not  it 
mention  the  name  of  the  paramour  ?    Ay,  here 
it  is,  J— S. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

J-*. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

J — s,  I  don't  recollect  any  body  that  vifits 
here,  whofe  name  thofe  letters  will  fuit. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

There  is  no  Jones,  nor  Joddrell — poo,  pox, 
that  is  an  L — nor  Jennings,  nor  Jarvis,  nor  Jen- 
kins, nor 

Lady  RISCOONTER. 
Not  that  I  recollect. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

There  is  Jacobs  the  Jew,  but  he  Js  as  old  as 
one  of  the  patriarchs,  with  his  beard  down  to  his 
breeches  i  they  can  never  mean  him. 
Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Poo!  that  is  too  abfurd  to  fuppofe:  but  flay, 
are  there  no  other  diftinguifliing  marks  ?  urn, 

urn "  J— s,  clerk  of  her  father's,"   1  own 

that  paflage  efcaped  me. 

Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

Hey !  what  did  you  fay  ?  and  me  too,  one  of 
my  clerks  !  who  can  that  be  ?  J — s,  the  two 
letters  belonging  to  a  furname. 

£ady  RISCOUNTER. 
So  I  fliould  imagine. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Zounds !  it  can  never  be  James. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
James ! 

Sir  ROBERT. 

An  impudent,  eternal,  damn'd  Ton  of  a  bitch  ! 
this  is  the  confequence  of  taking  beggars  into 
your  bofom. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

But,  Sir  Robert 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Don't  mention  it,  Madam  ;  was  not  he  dip 
thirteenth  fon  of  a  ftarv*d  curate  in  Efiex,  ragged 
as  their  colts,  and  knew  about  as  much  as  one  of 
their  calves — did  not  I  feed,  cloath,  take  him 

into  my  houfe,  treat  him  as  if  he  had  been 

and,    in  return,    the  villain    to   dimonour   my 
chiW! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

You  are  too  impatient,  Sir  Robert;  why 
fhould  you  fix  all  at  once  upon  James  ?  I  have 
obferved  the  lad's  behaviour  to  be  difcreet  and 
modeft ;  nay,  indeed,  rather  (hy  and  referv*d. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

That  is  true  enough,  I  muft  own.     I  never 
D  remarked 
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remark'd  the  boy  to  be  prefumptuous  and  for* 
ward,  like  fome  of  our  pert  prigs  of  the  city, 
but,  as  your  lady  (hip  obferves,  rather  baftiful 
and  my.  No,  no,  it  can  never  be  him. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Not  but  I  have  known  people  with  that  fpe- 
cious  outfide  appearance,  carry  minds  as  malignant 

and  daring 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

The  curiedeft  fly  dogs  upon  earth  :  hypocrify 
is  the  fineft  veil  for  a  villain.  I  ajways  fufpe&ed 
there  was  fomething  bad  behind  his  folemn  fanc- 
ied look :  I  don't  believe  the  fcoundrel  ever 
fwore  an  oath  fince  he  came  into  the  houfe. 
There  is  a  villain  for  you,  my  dear. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Nay,  but  my   dear,  let  us  conclude  nothing 
ralhly.     Suppofe   you  fend  for  James  up,  and 
fift  him  a  little  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

That  mayn't  be  amifs — who's  there  ? 
Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Not  that  I  believe  he  will  be  ever  brought  to 
confefs. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

He !  no,  no,  curfe  him.  Him !  you  will 
never  carch  him  at  that :  you  might  as  well  hope 
to  extract  iugar  from  fait.  I  may  as  well  kt  him 
alone. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Let  us  fee  him  however. 

&*• 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

True.  Let  James  know_that  I  want  him,  but 
don't  tell  the  fellow  I  am  angry,  and  fo  get  him 
to  fkulk  out  of  the  way. 

SERVANT. 
I  did  not  know  that  your  worfhip  was  angry, 

'till  you  told  me  your 

Sir  ROBERT. 
I  tell  you  !  my  dear,  did  I  fay  any  fuch  thing  ? 

you  prying,  impertinent Go,  and  do  as  you 

are  bid.  [Exit  Servant. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
I  don't  think  it  unlikely,  Sir  Robert,  but 
fome  idle  acquaintance,  without  confidering 
the  confequences,  may  have  inferted  this  mali- 
cious article,  by  way  of  pleafantry,  as  a  kind  of 
jeft  upon  James. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Nothing  fo  probable,  Lady  Rifcounter :  this 
town  fwarms  with  fuch  forward,  frivolous  pup- 
pies. 

Enter  Servant. 

Well,  where  is  James  ? 

SERVANT, 
Sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
What,  is  therafcal  run  off? 

D  2  Lady 
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Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
No,  my  dear,  perhaps  only  gone  out  with  fomc 
bills  for  acceptance. 

Sir  ROBERT, 
Like  enough.    When  will  he  be  back  ? 

SERVANT. 

The  reft  of  the  clerks  have  not  feen  him  to- 
day. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Not  feen  him  to-day  ?  what,  are  all  of  them 
blind  then  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Nay,  Sir  Robert,  perhaps  he  has  not  been  in 
the  fhop. 

SERVANT. 
So  they  fay.  [Exit. 

Sir   ROBERT. 

Then,  they  could  not  fee  him,  indeed.  Not 
in  the  fhop  !  nay,  then  the  bufinefs  is  clear  ;  guilt, 
guilt,  Bight  is  full  as  bad  as  contcfnon. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
It  does  look  fufpicious,  I  own  ;  but  then  no- 
thing  ill  can  happen  without  your  daughter's 
concurrence,  and  you  have  not  the  leafl;  doubt  of 
her. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Doubt!  hey! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
And,  in  fa&,  have  nothing  to  fear. 

Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

Fear !  doubt !  I  hope  your  Ladyfhip  has  no 
more  doubts  than  myfelf. 

Lady  R  I  S  C  OU  N  T  E  R. 

Why  ftiould  I  ?  how  does  this  affair  concern 
me? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

As  it  concerns  me,  Lady  Rifcounter-,  do  you 
fuppofe  I  mould  have  been  indifferent,  if  fuch  a 
charge  had  fallen  on  Lucy  ? 

Lady  R1SCOUNTER. 
Such  a  charge  can  never  fall  upon  my  daughter 
Lucy. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Full  as  foon  as  on  my  daughter  Lydia. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
I  am  not,  Sir  Robert,  fb  certain  of  that. 
Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Lady  Rifcounter,  you  begin  to  alarm  me;  you 
know  more  of  this  matter,  than  you  are  willing 
to  own. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Whatever  I  know,  Sir  Robert,  I  am  refolved 
not  to  communicate. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
And  why  not  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Whatever  a  mother-in-law  fays,    the  good- 
^atured  world  always  imputes  to  malice. 

Sir 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Generally  the  cafe,  I  muft  own.  But  to  me 
you  may,  nay,  you  ought  to  reveal. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Since  you  are  fo  earneft,  I  own  fome  rumours 
Tiave  reach'd  me. 

Sk  R  O  B  E  R  T, 
Of  what  kind  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
You  will  pardon  me  there :    if  you  will  exa- 
mine your  daughter's  maid,  Kitty }  me,  I  am 
told,  can  fatisfy  all  your  enquiries. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

An  artful  baggage,  I  know.  For  heaven's 
fake,  my  dear,  lend  her  hither  direftly. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
But  not  the  lead  mention  of  me.  [£*•//. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Very  well.  I  never  obferv'd  the  lead  corref- 
pondence  between  Lydia  and  James  -,  but  what 
of  that  ?  they  would  take  good  care,  I  warrant, 
to  conceal  it  from  me. 

Enter  KITTY. 

So,  I  find  you  were  the  go-between,  the  littte 
infamous  agent  in  this  curs'd 

KIT  TY 

Sir  Robert- 


Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

You  muft  have  been  a  volunteer ;  I  am  fure, 
James  was  not  able  to  bribe  you,  for  he  is  as  poor 
as  a  pillag'd  black  in  Bengal. 

KITTY. 

Really,  Sir,  I  don't  underftand  you. 
Sir   ROBERT. 

You  mean,  hufiey,  you  won't :  Come,  you 
may  as  well  tell  me  all  the  particulars  concerning 
Lydia  and  James ;  with  the  main  article,  you  lee 
I  am  already  acquainted. 

KITTY. 

Don't  prefs  me,  pray  Sir  ;  I  would  rather  die 
than  fay  any  thing  to  hurt  myyoung  mifterfs.[Vr;V.r. 
Sir  ROBERT. 

Nay,  pr'ythee,  Kitty,  don't  cry,  you  are  a 
good  girl,  and  love  my  daughter,  I  fee. 

KITTY. 

And  not  without  reafon,  for  me  has  been  the 

kindeft,  beft 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Nay,  till  now,  me  was  ever  an  amiable  girl ; 
but  here,  child,  you  will  do  her  a  capital  fervice. 

KITTY. 
Indeed,  Sir. 

Sir    ROBERT. 

For  if  her  affections  are  fix'd  upon  James, 
tho*  I  may  lament,  I  fhall  not  oppofe  him. 

2  KITTY. 
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KITTY. 

Since  that  is  the  cafe,  I  can't  fay,  but  early 
one  morning,  hearing  a  ncife  in  Mifs  Lydia's 
apartment,  I  ftepp'd  down  to  fee  what  was  the 
matter. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Well  ? 

KITTY. 

Juft  as  I  got  to  the  foot  of  the  flairs,  her  door 
open'd,  and  out  came  Mr.  James. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Did  he  ?  and  why  did  not  you  alarm  the  houfe 
and  feize  the  villain  directly  ? 
KITTY. 

That,  Sir,  would  have  ruined  my  Lady's  re- 
putation at  once. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

True  enough,  you  did  wifely.  Did  the  fel- 
low perceive  you  ? 

KITTY. 
Yes,  Sir,  and  made  me  a  fign  to  be  filent. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
I  don't  doubt  it. 

KITTY. 

Indeed,  he  came  to  me  two  hours  after,  told 
me  he  had  a  paflion  for  Mifs,  never  could  get  an 
opportunity  of  difclofing  his  mind,  and  defperate, 
at  finding  his  hopes  on  the  point  of  being  ruin'd, 
he  had  ftolen  that  morning  into  her  chamber, 
humbly  to  implore  her  companion  and  pity. 

Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

He  chofe  a  fine  time  and  place  for  the  purpofe. 
KITTY. 

On  his  knees  he  defired,  I  v^puld  not  difclofe 
to  any  mortal  what  I  had  ieen. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Which  you  mould  not  have  done* 

K  I  Tl'T  Y. 

lie  was  too  late  in  his  caution  ;  not  five  mi- 
nutes before  I  had  told  it  to  Mrs.  Hemfliot, 
Mifs  Lucy's  maid. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
No  wonder  then  the  flory  is  public. 
KITTY. 

I  am  certain  fure,  my  young  Miftrefs  is  inno- 
cent, for  Mr.  James  vowed  and  declared  he  was 
all  upon  honour. 

Sir    R  O  B  E  R  T* 

The  malice  of  mankind  will  never  be  brought 
to  believe  it ;  you  may  go.  [Exit  Kitty.]  So 
the  girl's  reputation  is  gone,  and  a  retreat  from 
the  world  the  only  choice  that  is  Jeft  her :  all  my 
calamities  are  come  upon  me  at  once  >  my  child 
ruin'd,  and  from  the  general  diftrefs,  my  own 
fame  and  fortune  on  the  brink  of  destruction  : 
the  attorney  and  broker  will  be  inftantiy  here  to 
contrive  means  for  propping  my  tottering  credit. 
Am  I  in  a  condition  to  think  of  expedients,  or  to 
iiften  to— 

E  Enter 
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Enter   SERVANT. 

SERVANT.   . 

A  card,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Reads.]  "  Sir  James  Biddulph's  compliments 
"  to  Sir  Robert  Rifcounter,  and  if  convenient 
"  will  take  the  liberty  to  wait  on  him  this  morn- 
"  ing."  Prepar'd,  a>  I  expected,  our  misfor- 
tunes have  reach' d  him,  and  he  comes  to  break 
off  the  match ;  he  is  not  to  be  blam*d.  This 
ram,  inconfiderate— -  I'll  to  her,  and  if  me  has  the 
leaft  atom  of  feeling,  I'll — And  yet,  how  could 
the  poor  girl  help  his  intrufion  ?  (he  might  be 
ignorant,  and  yet  the  fellow  without  encourage- 
ment, would  never  have  dared  to — Yet  the 
impudence  of  fome  men  is  amazing,  and  fo  in- 
deed is  the  folly  of  women  :  the  original  fault 
muft  be  his.  But  her  after-compliance  makes 
her  equally  guilty,  for  had  me  difapprov'd,  me 
would  have  reveal'd  the  fact  to  her  mother  or  me. 
That,  that,  condemns  her  at  once ;  I  will  to  her 
directly,  and  find  out  the  full  extent  of  her  guilt. 

[£»/. 


Endof  tbe  FIRST    ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT       II. 

Mfs  L  U  C  Y  and  'Mifs  L  Y  E>  I  A  difcovertL 

LUCY.     . 

JL  O  us,  indeed^  who  are  encumber'd  with  fa- 
thers and  mothers,  marriage  is  a  convenient  bufi- 
nefs  enough. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

And  why  on  that  account,  my  dear  Lucy  ? 
LUCY. 

As  it  makes  one  the  entire  miftrefs  of  one's 
time,  and  one  is  accountable  to  no  mortal  for 
what  one  fays  or  does, 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

What  Lucy,  not  to  your  hufband  ? 

LUCY. 

Nay,  don't  be  prudifti,  my  dear :  you  are  go- 
ing back  to  the  days  of  Queen  Befs ;  who  talks 
now  of  obedience  and  duty  ?  ridiculous !  her 
majefty's  old  fardingale  is  not  more  out  of 
famion. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 
No! 

LUCY. 

No :  one  reads  in  books,  indeed,  of  nuptial 
ties  and  conjugal  love  ;  mere  obfolete  fluff!  mo- 
dtrn  marriages  are  mere  matters  of  intereft. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 
Intereft! 

E  2  LUCY. 
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LUCY. 

Ay,  child  •,  for  inftance  now,  Sir  Thomas 
Perkins  our  neighbour,  finding  that  Mifs  Wil- 
liams has  a  good  parcel  of  land,  which  being 
contiguous  to  his  eftate,  will  be  very  proper  for 
him  to  poflefs  •,  immediately  fends  his  rent-roll 
a-courting  to  her's.  The  parchments  are  pro- 
duc'd  on  both  fides,  and  no  impediments,  that 
•is  incumbrance  appearing,  a  couple  of  lawyers 
marry  the  manors  together. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Without  the  laft  regard  to  the  perfons. 
LUCY. 

Poo,  perfons !  they  are  confider'd,  child,  as 
manfion-houfcs  upon  the  eftates,  which  one  lives 
in,  or  neglects,  juft  as  they  happen  to  be  conve- 
nient, or  not. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

But  fuppofe  Lucy,  as  in  mine,  there  mould 
happen  to  be  no  land  in  the  cafe. 

LUCY. 

Then,  child,  the  bargain  is  alter'd  :  you  de- 
pofit  fo  much  money,  and  he  grants  you  fuch 
an  annuity ;  a  mere  Smithfield  bargain,  that  is 
all. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

A  pretty  picture  you  give  me  of  marriage. 
But  this  is  all  raillery,  Lucy  ;  I  am  fure  you 
would  never  fubmit  to  this  barter  and  fale. 

LUCY. 

I  mould  do  like  the  reft  of  the  world.     We 

muft  take  things  as  we  find  them.     You  are  not 

i  fo 
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fo  foolim  as  to  be  fond  of  Sir  James  Biddulph, 
my  dear. 

L  Y  D  1  A. 

Fond  ?  the  expreffion  is  ftrcng ;  you  mult 
imagine  I  prefer  him  to  the  reft  of 

LUCY. 

Whv,  as  to  his  appearance,  it  muft  be  own'd, 
that  the  manfion  is  a  pretty  modern  ftructure 
enough,  well  built,  and  prettily  finim'd  :  T  ^an't 
indeed  fay  his  upper  ftory  is  furnifned  quite  to 
my  tafte. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Nay,  Lucy,  now  you  are  unjuft,  the  whole 
world  concur  in  giving  him  fenfe. 

LUCY. 

Nay,  that  article  is  not  very  material.  If  I 
had  him,  that  is  a  part  of  his  houfe,  with  which 
I  Ihouid  hold  very  little  communication,  my 
dear.  But  however,  you  love  him. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Or  I  am  fure  I  never  would  have  him. 
LUCY. 

And,  I  fuppofe,  if  any  accident  war,  to  break 
off  this  v  match,  it  would  make  you  very  un- 
happy. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Can  you  doubt  it,  my  dear  ? 
LUCY. 

There  is  one  evil  that  attends  thefe  ridiculous 
contracts. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 
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L  Y  D  I  A. 

You  don't  look  upon  love  then  as  an  efiential 
ingredient  ? 

LUCY. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  filly  and  fingular;  do  you 
know,  Lydia,  why  Love  is  always  painted  as 
blind  ? 

LYDIA. 
There  are  many  caufes  afligned  by  the  poets. 

LUCY. 

But  not  one  has  given  the  true  one  :  becaufe 
the  little  rogue  fhuts  our  eyes  to  our  interefts. 

LYDIA. 

Fye,  Lucy,  where  could  you  get  thefe  narrow 
and  libertine  notions  ? 

LUCY. 

A  little  more  experience  will  tell  you.  But 
here  comes  Sir  Robert,  not  a  word  of  what  has 
pafs'd. 

LYDIA. 

I  (hall,  my  dear  Lucy,  for  your  fake,  en- 
deavour to  forgec  all  you  have  faid. 

EnterSir  ROBERT  RISCOUNTER. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Lucy,  you  may  go  down.  [Exit  Lucy.]  Af- 
ter what  has  pafs'd,  you  will  not  be  furpriz'd 
that  I  infift  upon  your  immediately  quitting  my 
houfe ! 

LYDIA. 
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L  Y  D  I  A, 

Quitting  the  houfe,  Sir ! 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Your  fortune  is  indepeftdant  and  large  -,  you 
will  no  doubt  be  happy  in  efcaping  from  the  ob- 
ferving  eye  of  a  father. — I  will  be  cool,  and 
defire  only  an  anfwer  to  a  very  few  queftiom. 
Since  the  'death  of  your  mother  (who  is  happy 
in  having  efcap'd  the  knowledge  of  this  infa- 
mous bufinefs)  have  I  been  ever  wanting  in  any 
adt  of  paternal  affection  ? 

L  Y  D  1  A. 

For  Heaven's  fake,  Sir,  what  can  be  the 
meaning  of 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Come,  no  evafions,  but  anfwer  briefly,  yes, 
or  no,  to  my  queftions. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

No,  Sir. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

After  my  firft  care  to  educate  you  fit  for  the 
world,  has  it  not  been  my  principal  ftudy  to  fet- 
tle you  properly  in  it  ? 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Moft  afifuredly,  Sir. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

And  knowing  to  what  temptations  girls  at 
your  age  are  expos'd,  did  I  not  feek  out  a  man 
of  rank,  honour,  and  fortune,  to  be  your  pro- 
te&or,  and  guardian  for  life  ? 

LYDJA, 


32      THE     BANKRUPT. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 
I  confefs  it. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Did  you  ever  exprefs  the  lead  diflike  to  Sir 
James  Bicidulph's  addrefs  ? 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Never. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

How  could  you  then  fo  far  forget  what  you 
owe  to  me,  and  yourftlf,  as  privately  to  harbour 
and  encourage  a  pafllon — 

L  Y   D  I  A. 

I  am  confounded. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

For  an  object  too  unfuitable  in  every  refpecl  : 
for  a  mere  creature  of  chanty  ? 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Charity ! 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Ay,  for  ic  was  companion  to  the  father's  nu- 
merous family  that  induced  me  to  take  James  in- 
to my  houfe. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

James !  what  of  him  ?  or  what  relation,  Sir, 
can  he  have  to  me  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

This  is  aftoni filing  in  a  girl  of  her  years. 
What  then,  you  know  nothing  of  this  fellow's 
affections  ? 

LYDIA. 
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L  Y  D  I  A. 
For  me  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Ay,  for  you.  No  billet-doux,  no  private 
meetings,  no  Healing  into  your  chamber  before 
the  fervants  were  out  of  their  beds. 

L  Y  D  1  A. 

Amazing!  and  who,  Sir,  has  dared  to  infi- 
nuate — 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Infinuate  !  why  the  tale  is  the  talk  of  the 
town  :  all  the  morning  papers  are  full  on't. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

What  can,  Sir,  be  the  meaning  of  this  ?  is  it 
poflible  you  can  think,  Sir,  your  daughter  fo 
abandoned,  fo  loft 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Hey! 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Recollecl,  dear  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  have  I  in 
the  whole  courfe  of  my  life,  ever  once  dared  to 
deceive  you  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Why,  Child,  I  can't  fay  that  you  have.  But 
in  this  cafe,  there  is  fuch  pofitive  proof. 

F  L  Y  D  I  A; 
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L  Y  D  I  A. 

Of  what  kind,  I  befeech  you  ? 
Sir  ROBERT. 

Fads,  fads,  well  attefted  ;  fo  don't  pretend  to 
deny. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 
Attefted !  by  whom  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Their  names  are  needlefs  at  prefent.  But  what 
motive  or  intereft  could  any  one  have  to  invent, 
or  propagate. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

None,  that  I  can  difcover ;  but,  however 
ftrong  the  appearance,  if  either  in  thought, 
word,  or  deed,  there  has  any  thing,  either  cri- 
minal or  culpable,  paffed  between  me  and 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

What,  no  declarations  ?  no  interviews  ? 
L  Y  D  I  A. 

No  more  than  with  any  other  man  in  your 
fcrvice. 

Sir  ROKERT, 
Aftonifliing  I 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

If  the  contrary  can  be  made  to  appear,  aban* 
don  me,  Sir,  at  once  to  that  world,  already  fo 
prepoftefs'd  to  my  prejudice,  the  greateft  mitor- 
tune  that  can  ever  befall  me. 

Sir 

2 


THE    BANKRUPT.       35 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Well,  Child,  rife ;  I  can't  help  giving  credit 
to  what  you  aver.  But  how  to  perfuade  the  reft 
of-^— 

Enter   A    SERVANT 

Somebody  wants  me?  as  I  expected.  Sir 
James  Biddulph  I  reckon. 

SERVANT. 

No,  Sir,  a  couple  of  gentlemen,  who  fay  they 
came  by  appointment. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

I  guefs  who  they  are.  Another  bad  bufinefs. 
Shew  them  into  the  parlour.  [Exit  Servant.] 
You  don't  know  half  your  father's  afflictions—- 
go,  child,  go  into  your  chamber. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

I  hope  my  father  believes  me, 
Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

I  do,  I  do.  As  foon  as  I  have  difpatch'd  thefo 
gentlemen,  I  will  fee  you  again.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE,     A  Parlour. 

£»/<?rPILLAGE  and  RESOURCE* 

PILLAGE. 

Ay,  take  my  word  for  it,  Mr.  Refburce,  in 
the  whole  round  of  the  law,  and,  thank  Heaven, 
the  dominions  are  pretty  extenfive,  there  is  not 
a  nicer  road  to  hit  than  the  region  of  Bankrupts. 

RESOURCE. 

I  mould  have  thought  it  a  turnpike,  for  you 
fee  how  eafily  even  a  country  Attorney  can 
find  it. 

PILLAGE. 

Pfhaw,  what  amongft  manufacturers,  and 
rneagre  mechanicks  ?  fellows  not  worth  powder 
and  fhot;  and  yet  thefe  paltry  Provincials, 
mafter  Refource,  are  often  obliged  to  folicit  my 
?id. 

RESOURSE. 
Indeed ! 

PILLAGE. 

Why,  t'other  day,  a  poor  dog,  over  head  and 
ears,  in  debt  from  the  country,  was  recommended 
to  me,  by  a  client :  the  fellow  had  fcrap'd  toge- 
ther all  he  could  get,  and  came  up  to  town,  with 
a  view  of  running  beyond  fca,  but  I  flopp'd  him 
tf  ireftly. 

RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 

Really  ! 

P  I  L  L  A  G#E. 

O,  ay,  in  a  couple  of  months  wafh'd  him  as 
white  as  a  fheep  that  is  juft  fhorn. 

RESOURCE. 

How  did  you  bring  it  about  ? 
PILLAGE. 

Eafy  enough.  Made  him  take  a  houfe  in 
Cheapfide,  cail'd  him  a  citizen,  in  the  London 
Gazette,  and  his  name  of  John  Madge,  (being 
as  common  as  carrots)  not  a  foul  in  the  country 
fufpefted  that  it  was  he. 

RESOURCE. 
How  mould  they  ? 

PILLA  GE. 

Pafs'd  a  few  necefTary  notes  to  get  him  num- 
ber and  value,  white-wam'd  him,  and  fent  him 
home  to  his  wife. 

RESOURCE. 

Cleanly  and  cleverly  done. 

PILLAGE; 

"When  the  country  chaps  brought  in  their  bills, 
he  drew  out  of  his  pocket  a  certificate,  and 
gave  them  a  receipt  in  full  for  all  their  demands, 

RESOURCE. 
How  the  loobies  muft  look. 

PILLAGE. 
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PILLAGE; 

Chop-fallen,  no  doubt :  but  he  is  in  bufincfs 
again. 

RESOURCE. 
He  is  ? 

PILLAGE. 

O  yes,  and  I  hear  does  very  well.  For  I  left 
him  two  hundred  out  of  the  fix  he  brought  with 
him,  to  begin  the  world  with  credit  afreih, 

RESOURCE. 

Very  generous  indeed,  Mr.  Pillage. 
PILLAGE. 

O!  a  trifling  affair,  got  little  by  it! — for  the 
matter  of  that,  a  mere  ftatute  is  not  much  in 
itfelf. 

RESOURCE. 

Ay!  Well  I  thought  it  brought  pretty  pcrqui- 
fites  with  it. 

PILLAGE. 

No,  no  ;  it  is  a  good  hot-bed  indeed  to  raife 
chancery  fuits  in. 

RESOURCE. 

Ay,  that  is  a  produce  that  deferves  propaga- 
tion. 

PILLAGE. 

What,  I  fee  you  have  found  a  remedy  for 
mafter  Monk  of  theMinories  ?  1  thought  his  was 
an  incurable  cafe. 

RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 

Only'fkinn'd  o'er  the  fore,  matter  Pillage,  it 
will  foon  break  out  again. 

PILLAGE.' 

What  were  the  means  that  you  ufed  ? 
RESOURCE. 

Got  fome  friends  of  mine  to  advance  him  cafli 
on  a  project. 

PILLAGE. 

Of  what  kind  ? 

RESOURCE. 

A  fcheme  of  his,  to  monopolize  fprats  and 
potatoes. 

PILLAGE. 

.  And  it  took  ? 

RESOURCE. 

Oh !  there  was  no  danger  of  that.  The  peo- 
ple of  this  country  are  always  ready  to  bite  at 
a  bubble. 

PILLAGE. 

Will  it  hold  ? 

RESOURCE. 

Plhaw !  We  (hall  break  before  the  feafon  for 
fprats,  and  as  to  the  Potatoes,  we  had  laid  in  A 
Ihip  load  or  two. 

PILLAGE. 
For  which  you  procured  a  good  price  ? 

RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 

Not  a  foufe.  They  are  all  now  in  our  cellars 
in  South  wark,  and  have  (hoc  out  branches  as  tall 
as  the  trees  in  the  Park. 

PILLAGE. 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  but  apropos,  can  you  guefs  Sir 
Robert's  bufmefs  with  us  ? 

RESOURCE. 
Very  near,  I  believe. 

PILLAGE. 
What,  the  houfe  is  not  a  tumbling? 

RESOURCE. 
A  pretty  large  crack. 

PILLAGE. 

Which  he  wants  our  afiiftance  to  plaifter. 
Why,  I  thought  the  knight  was  as  firm  as  a 
rock. 

RESOURCE. 

I  knew  better  things.  I  faw  the  manfion  was 
daily  decaying.  Hufh,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T,  followed  by  a  Clerk. 
Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

As  we  have  effects  in  our  hands,  accept  the 
bills  to  be  fure.  But  how  to  difcharge  them  when 
they  are  due. — So,  gentlemen,  I  have  fent  for 
you  to  beg  your  affiftance. 

PILLAGE. 


THE     BANKRUPT.      4i 

PILLAGE. 

Sir  Robert,  we  ma1!  be  very  happy  to  ferve 
you,  if  you  will  cell  us  but  how. 

Sir  ROBERT.        / 

Why,  to  deal  plainly,  gentlemen,  my  affairs 
are  come  to  a  crifis,  and  without  fome  fuftantial 
and  fpeedy  affiftance,  my  credit  will  quickly  ex- 
pire. 

PILLAGE. 

You  furprize  me  :  I  never  guefs'd  it  in  dan- 
ger. Pray,  &ir  Robert,  what  brought  on  the 
difeafe,  was  it  an  alley  fever,  or  a  gradual  decay  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

A  complication  of  caufes.  Not  but  I  could 
have  weather'd  them  all,  had  the  houfe  in  Hol- 
land but  flood,  their  failure  muft  be  followed  by 
mine. 

PILLAGE. 
What,  Van  Swieten's  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Have  you  heard  any  thing  of  him  to-day  ? 

PILLAGE. 

No  doubt,  I  believe,  of  their  flopping ;  their 
bills  were  offer'd  at  Garraway's  under  forty  per 
cent.  As  your  name  is  not  blown  upon  yet,  fup- 
pofe  you  coin  a  couple  of  quires!  don'c  you 
think  the  circulation  might  ferve  you  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

No,  that  mint  is.  exhaufted,  and  private  pa- 
per return'd  to  its  primitive  value.    My  real  cafe 
G  can 
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can  be  no  longer  conceal'd.  I  muft  ftop,  and 
fliould  be  glad  of  your  advice  how  to  manage 
the  matter. 

PILLAGE. 

There  are  two  methods  in  ufe.  The  choice 
will  depend  on  how  your  affairs  fiand  with  the 
world. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Bitter  bad,  Mr.  Pillage. 

PILLAGE. 

I  guefs'd  as  much,  by  your  fending  for  us. 
They  treat  us,  Mafter  Refource,  like  a  couple  of 
quacks,  never  apply  but  in  defperate  cafes. 

RESOURCE. 

But  in  ~all  difeafes  there  are  different  degrees. 
PILLAGE. 

True ;  for  inftance,  if  you  find  you  are  pret- 
ty near  on  a  par,  with  perhaps  a  fmall  balance 
per  contra,  fummon  your  creditors,  lay  your  con- 
ditions fully  before  them,  convince  them  you 
have  a  fund  to  anfwer  all  their  demands,  and  crave 
a  refpite  for  three  or  four  years. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Juft  to  call  in  my  debts,  and  make  the  moft 
of  my  other  effefts  ? 

RESOURCE. 

True  5  as  the  Englifh  merchants  have  a  good 
deal  of  milk  in  their  blood,  that  is  a  favour 
rareiy  refufed. 

a  Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

This-,  Matter  Pillage,  will  be  only  deferring 
the  evil,  t 

PILLAGE. 

That  is,  Sir  Robert,  as  you  manage  the  cards. 
Don't  you  fee  that  the  length  of  time,  with  the 
want  or  wifh  of  ready  money  for  trade,  will  dif- 
pofe  the  bulk  of  your  creditors  to  fell  their  debts 
at  a  lofs  of  thirty  or  forty  per  cent  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 
True. 

RESOURCE. 

No  contemptible  fum,  when  a  man's  dealings 
are  large. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
But  how  (hall  I  profit  by — 
PI  LLAGE. 

What  hinders  you  from  privately  buying  the 
Cebts  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

That,  indeed — 

RESOURCE. 
A  fine  fortune  fav'd  out  of  the  fire. 

PI  LLAGE. 

True.  And  now  we  talk  of  the  fire,  for  a 
prefent  fupply,  you  may  burn  a  warehoufe  or 
two,-  after  it  has  been  gutted  of  all  its  contents. 

G  2  RE. 
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RESOURCE. 
And  recover  the  full  amount  of  the  policy. 

PILLAGE. 
Did  you  never  try  that  ? 

RESOURCE. 

No,  I  don't  think  he  has  done  any  thing  in 
the  fire  way  yet ;  have  you,  Sir  Robert  ? 

Sir    ROBERT. 
Never  once  came  into  my  head. 

PILLAGE. 

May  be  not ;  oh  !  for  a  fertile  brain,  there 
are  many  means  to  be  ufed  ;  but  what  d'ye  fay 
to  my  plan  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

What,  the  fummoning  fcheme  ?  I  am  fo  in- 
volved, that  I  am  afraid  that  project  will  never 
prevail. 

PILLAGE. 

Then  you  have  nothing  left  but  a  flatute. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
But  if  my  certificate  mould  not  be  granted  ? 

PILLAGE. 

That  is  my  proper  bufinefs,  Sir  Robert.  If 
we  find  your  creditors  inclined  to  be  crufty,  there 
will  be  no  difficulty  in  creating  demands  to  get 
number  and  value. 


Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

That  will  fwell  my  debts  to  a  monftrous  a- 
mount. 

RESOURCE. 

So  much  the  more  for  your  honour ;  confider 
you  are  a  knight,  and  your  dignity  demands  you 
mould  fail  for  a  capital  fum. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Does  it?    . 

PILLAGE. 

To  be  fure.  Why,  'you  would  not  fneak  into 
the  Gazette  like  a  Birmingham  button-maker. 

RESOURCE. 
Oh  fie! 

PILLAGE. 

He  would  never  after  be  able  to  mew  his  head 
upon  Change. 

RESOURCE. 

Never,  never. 

PILLAGE. 

And  then,  you  know,  what  with  the  portable 
fluff,  fiich  as  jewels,  or  cam,  that  he  himfelf 
may  fecrete,  and  the  dividends  that  fall  to  the 
mare  of  his  friends,  which  they  will  doubtlefs 
reftore — 

RESOURCE. 

He  will  be  fit  to  begin  the  world  again  with 
eclat. 

PIL- 
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PILLAGE. 

In  a  much  better  condition  than  ever, 
RESOURCE. 

And  his  children's  children  will  have  reafon  to 
thank  him. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

But  is  there  not  fome  danger  in  concealing 
the  portable  fluff,  as  you  call  it  ? 

PILLAGE. 

Not  in  the  leaft.  Befides,  to  colour  the  bu- 
firrefs,  you  may  collect  a  purfe  of  light  guineas, 
with  an  old  hatter'd  family  watch,  and  deliver 
them  to  the  comrmfiioners,  on  your  firft  exami- 
nation. 

RESOURCE. 
That  will  give  an  air  of  integrity. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

You  feem  to  think,  then,  Gentlemen,  that  it 
is  the  duty  of  every  honeft  merchant  to  break 
once  at  leaft  in  his  life,  for  the  good  of  his  fa- 
mily ? 

RESOURCE. 

Not  the  leaft  queftion  of  that. 
PILLAGE. 

Every  day's  praftice  confirms  it.  Well,  Sir 
Robert,  when  ihall  I  provide  you  the  tackle  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 
The  tackle ! 

PIL- 
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PILLAGE, 

In  about  a  month  or  fix  weeks,  I  think,  yoa 
may  be  made  fit  to  appear  in  the  papers. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T.  > 

In  the  Gazette,  as  a  bankrupt  ? 

RESOURCE. 
Aye,  but  then  no  time  muft  be  loft. 

PILLAGE. 

Not  a  moment,  for  Ihould  they  fmoke  his  de- 
fign — 

Sir   ROBERT. 
Gentlemen,  I  muft  decline  your  affiftance. 

PILLAGE. 
How? 

Sir,  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

.  For,  without  confidering  the  private  injury  I 
may  do  to  particular  perfons,  this  mifchievous 
method  muft  foon  affect  the  whole  mercantile 
world. 

PILLAGE. 
Why,  what  has  that — 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Mutual  confidence  is  the  very  cement  of  com- 
merce. That  weaken'd,  the  whole  ftru&ur* 
muft  fall  to  the  ground. 

RESOURCE. 
Hey! 

Si? 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

From  the  practice  of  thefe  infamous  arts,  as  it 
is  impofiible  they  can  be  conceal'd,  what  fuipi- 
cions,  what  jealoufies  muft  every  man  in  trade 
entertain  ? 

PILLAGE. 

Howl 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

What  an  injury  befides,  to  thefe  in  my  unhap- 
py condition  ?  the  rifques  and  lofies  unavoidably 
connected  with  commerce,  procure  the  unfuccefs- 
ful  trader,  generally  the  compafiion,  fometimes 
the  friendly  aid,  of  thofe  of  his  order. 

RESOURCE. 
We  know  that  well  enough. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

But  when  bankruptcy  becomes  a  lucrative 
traffic,  and  men  are  found  to  fail  with  a  view  of 
making  their  fortunes,  the  unhappy  and  fraudu- 
lent will  be  confounded  together,  and  punifh- 
ment  fall  on  his  head,  who  has  a  title  to  pity. 

PILLAGE. 

The  man's  mad. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Perhaps  I  myfelf  am  a  facrifice  to  thofe  ve- 
ry arts  you  have  recommended  fo  warmly. 
But  there  the  mifthief  (hall  end.  Men  may  fuf- 
fcr  from  my  calamities,  but  they  never  mall  by 
my  crimes.  [Exit. 

PIL- 


THE    BANKRUPT.      49 

P  ILL  AGE. 

Did  you  ever  meet  with  fuch  a  fqueamifti  old 
fool  ?  what  could  he  mean  by  fending  for  us  ? 

RESOURCE.      * 
Who  can  tell  ?  his  head's  turn'd,  I  fuppofe. 

PILLAGE. 

I  thought  we  had  him  fure  ;  but  how  nimbly 
he  has  flipp'd  through  our  fingers ! 

RESOURCE. 

Necefllty  will  foon  bring  him  back  to  our 
hook.  He  is  my  for  the  prefent,  but  I  warrant 
he  will  bite  bye  and  bye. 

PILLAGE. 

Or  we  fhall  lofe  a  capital  prize. 
RESOURCE. 

Indeed,  mould  his  friends  interpofe,  and  mat- 
ters be  compounded  without  us. 

PILLAGE. 

That  1  have  a  fure  way  to  prevent.  Before  an 
hour  is  paft,  I  will  tear  fuch  a  rent  in  his  robe, 
as  I  defy  all  the  botchers  in  Europe  to  mend. 

RESOURCE. 
By  what  means  ? 

PILLAGE. 

I  know  he  is  in  the  receipt  of  fome  govern- 
ment money  •,  I  will  take  care  to  faddle  him  with 
an  extent. 

RESOURCE. 

That  will  do. 

H  PIL- 
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PILLAGE. 

I  (hall  only  juft  go  and  take  out  a  commif- 
fion  againft  five  macaronies,  who  are  joint  an- 
nuitant's to  a  couple  of  Jews. 

RESOURCE. 

But  how  can  you  Jug  them  into  a  ftatute? 
they  are  no  dealers,  you  know. 

PILLAGE. 

No,  dealers  ?  yes,  but  they  arc. 

RESOURCE. 
Aye,  of  what  kind  ? 

PILLAGE. 
Why,  why  they  are  dealers  of  cards    \Extunt. 

Enter    Lady   R  IS  COUNTER,    and   Sir 
JAMES  BIDDULPH. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
If  you  will  walk  in,  Sir  James,  Sir  Robert  is 
a  little  bufy  at  prefent,  but  he  will  wait  upon 
you  directly. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

I  have  no  call,  Madam,  that  prevents  my  at- 
tending his  leifure. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
I  fear  the  defign  of  this  vifit,  Sir  James,  is 
of  a  different  nature  from  thofe  we  have  lately 


Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

I  came,  Madam,  to  offer  my  aid  in  detecting 
3  and 
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and  punifhing  an   infamous    calumny  that   has 
made  its  way  to  the  pubiick,  this  mowifag. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
But  reports  of  ihis  kind,  when  di-fpifed   and 
neglected,  gradually  die  of  themfelvcs.     It  is  a 
moft  unlucky  affair,  t  confefs. 
Sir  J  A  M  £  S. 

Unlucky !   moft  falfe  and  atrocious  :  I  hope, 
Madam,  we  ihall  be  able  to  difcover  its  author. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
As  to  that,  u  is  fcarce  wotth  the  enquiry. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
How,  Madam ! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
We  have  family  re^fons,  Sir  Jam^s,  for  wifli- 
ing  to  draw  a  veil  ovtr — 

,    Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
A  veil!  I  am  aftonifli'd,  Lady  Rifcounter  ! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
The  lofs  of  your  alliance,  indeed,  which  now 
we  dare  neither  expeft,  nor  define,  has  mortified 
us  all  not  a  little.  If  any  other  means  could  be 
found  to  form  a  con. leftion 'between  us,  and  a 
perfon  of  your  merit  and  rank,  there  is  nothing, 
I  am  fare,  1  (hould  fo  ardently  wiih. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
Your  ladythip  is  moft  exceedingly  kind. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
I  hope  the  whole  family,  efpecially  myfelf  and 
H  2  dau-h- 
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daughter,  are  not,  through  the  error  of  one,  to 
be  punifhed  with  the  lofs  of  your  friendfliip. 

Sir  JAMES. 
You  do  me  infinite  honour. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Indeed,  rny  Lucy,  upon  this  occafion,  felt 
chiefly  for  you  >  for  tho'  perhaps  not  fo  impofing 
and  fpecious,  as  the  girl  whofe  lapfe  we  lament, 
Ihe  has  great  goodnefs  of  heart,  and  a  proper 
fcnfe  of  your  worth. 

Sir  JAMES. 

Mifs  Lucy  is  mod  prodigioufly— 
Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

But  Sir  Robert's  door  opens,  and  as  my  pre- 
fence  may  not  be  Ib  proper  upon  this  occafion,  I 
take  my  leave,  with  the  hopes  of  foon  receiving 
a  vifit. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
I   fliall  bs  happy,  Madam,  in  feizing  every 

occafion your  la  iyfhip's [Exit  Lady  Rif- 

counter.]  \Vhat  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? 
She  feems  to  confirm  and  credit  the  infamous 
ftory.  Sir  Robert,  I  fuppofe,  will  explain  it. 

Enter  Sir  ROBERT. 

Sir 'ROBERT. 

Sir  James,  I  fcarcc  know  how  to  accoft  you  ; 
but  the  confufion  I  feel  at  the  unhappy  caufe  of 
your  vifit. 


Sir 
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Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Indeed,  Sir  Robert,  I  own  myfelf  greatly 
perplcx'd.  I  enter'd  your  houfe,  full  of  the 
warmpft  refentment,  and  prepar'd  to  take  e- 
very  active  part  in  my  power  ;  but  your  lady  has 
dropp'd  fome  hints,  as  if  you  wifh'd  to  ftifle 
all  further  enquiry.  Pray,  Sir  Robert,  be 
candid  and  open.  This,  Sir,  I  think,  I  have 
light  to  demand. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Doublefs.  Nor.  do  I  wifh  to  conceal :  there 
is  room  for  fufpicion,  I  own  ;  fo  far  Lady  Rif- 
councer  is  right ;  but  yet,  L.ydia 

Sir  JAMES. 

You  have  then  feen  her,  Sir  Robert — 
..  Sir    ROBERT. 

Not  ten  minutes  ago.  Her  furprife  feem'd  fo 
fmcere,  and  fo  artlefs,  and 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Without  doubt 

Sir  ROBERT. 

And  fuch  ftrong  marks  of  truth,  both  in  her 

words,  and  her  looks,  that  J  confeis perhaps 

it  was  a  fatherly  weaknt-fs,  1  could  not  help  giv- 
ing credit  to  all  that  fhe  faid. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

You  did  her  but  juftice,  1  am  furs.  I  will 
pawn  my  life  upon  her  honour  and  faith. 


Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

But  yet  how  to  reconcile — for,  Sir  James,  I 
will  be  impartial  j  fome  accounts  I  have  had — 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Time  can  only  do  that.  Deep-laid  defigns 
are  not  difcovered  at  once.  If  we  can  but  get  ac 

the  clue. And  what  fteps  have  you  taken  ? 

have  you  been,  or  fent  to  thr printer's? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

No.  I  did  think  of  going,  but  my  lady  per- 
fuaded  me,  that  the  ftep  would  be  wrong. 

Sir  JAMES. 

For  which  me  had  very  good  reafons,  no 
doubt.  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  accompany 
you  thither  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 
If  you  think  it  right. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
The  very  firft  thing  you  mould  do. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
But  mould  not  we  confult  my  lady  about  it  ? 

Sir  JAMES. 
The  very  laft  thing  you  mould  do. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
And  why  fo  ? 

Sir  JAMES. 

I  muft  beg  to  conceal  my  reafons  at  prefcnt. 
I  too,  have  my  fuipicions,  Sir  Robert. 

Sir 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T, 

You  have. 

Sir  JAMES.        &J&. 

Which  I  fancy  you  will  foon  find  to  be  bettor 
founded  that  thofe  of  your  family. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Not  unlikely,  Sir  James. 

Sir  JAMES. 
Come,  Sir,  my  chariot  is  ready. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
I  attend  you,  Sir  James.  [Exeunt. 


End  of  tbe  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT. 
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EnUr    ROBIN,    and    a  Servant   oj   Sir 
ROBERT. 

ROBIN. 

JML  Y  fervice'to   Mifs   Kitty,  and  I  mould  be 
happy  to  have  the  honour  of  her  ear  a  moment. 

SERVANT. 
Of  her  ear  ! 

ROBIN. 

Thefe  low  fellows  know  nothing  of  the  phrafes 
in  fafhion,  mere  Vandals  and  Goats  :  but  1  muft 
accommodate  myfelf  to  their  country.  Will 
you  tell  Mifs  Kitty  Combrum,  that  I  /hould  be 
glad  to  fpeak  with  her,  when  me  is  at  leifure  ? 

SERVANT. 

Now  I  underftand  what  you  mean,  that  will 
I,  Matter  Robin.  [Exit. 

ROBIN. 

DamnM  provoking  however,  to  have  our  fhip 
funk  juft  as  we  were  entering  the  port  ;  this 
could  not  happen  but  by  the  contrivance  of  fome 
of  the  crew  :  our  captain  too  is  moft  horribly 
hurt.  This  jade,  I  am  convinc'd,  is  in  the 
whole  of  the  plot  -,  but  her  own  art,  and  the 
Ikill  of  her  piompter,  will  make  it  difficult  to 
get  at  the  bottom. 

Enter 
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Enter  KITTY. 
KITTY. 

Blefs  me,  Mr.  Robin,  after  what  has  pafs'd, 
I  little  expecled  to  fee  you  again  at  our  houfe. 

ROBIN. 

What  injuftice  both  to  me  and  yourfelf ! 

KITTY. 
How  fo,  Mr.  Robin  ? 

ROBIN. 

To  your  powerful  attractions,  and  my  proper 
difcernment. 

K  I  T  T  Y. 

I  did  not  know  I  had  any  fuch  things,  Mr. 
Robin. 

ROBIN. 

Infinite !  but  above  all  your  penetration  is  the 
mod  furprifing  to  me.  The  conjuror  in  the  Old 
Bailey  is  a  fool  compar'd  to  Mifs  Kitty.  You 
are  abfolutely  as  knowing  as  one  of  the  Civils, 
if  the  latter  part  of  your  predi&ion  was  but  as 
fully  accomplifti'd. 

KITTY. 
What  was  that  ? 

ROBIN. 

Our  cohabitation  in  the  fame  houfe,  notwith- 
ftanding 

K  I  T  T  \. 

Time  may  bring  that  about,  Mr.  Robin. 

I  ROBIN. 
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ROBIN. 
I  don't  comprehend  how  that  can  happen. 

KITTY. 

No!  why,  to  make  your  mafter  amends  for 
the  lofs  of  Mifs  Lydia,  iuppofe  we  were  to  give 
him  Mifs  Lucy — 

ROBIN. 
D'ye  call  that  making  my  mafter  amends  ? 

KITTY, 
She  is  a  good  fhowy  girl,  and  her  fortune-— 

ROBIN. 

Will  be  no  temptation  to  him,  I  know  he  de-« 
tefts  her. 

KITTY. 
Indeed! 

ROBIN. 

Cordially.  So  that  if  that  be  the  only  means, 
I  have  nothing  left  but  defpair.  Oh !  Mifs 
Kitty,  think  what  mifery  !  that  tender  frame  has 
a  tear  for  pity,  I'm  fure  ;  to  be  deprived  of  the 
warmeft  wilh  of  my  life,  to  be  cut  off  for 
ever — 

KITTY. 
And  do  you  really  think  as  you  fay  ? 

ROBIN. 

Nothing  but  an  amiable  ignorance  of  your 
own  charms,  could  for  a  moment  induce  you  to 
doubt  it. 

a  KITTY, 
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KITTY. 

Suppofe  then,  Mr.  Robin,  we  were  to  live 
Under  our  own  roof,  inftead  of  that  of  another, 
don't  you  think  ic  would  be  mendipg  the  mat- 
ter? 

R  O  B  I  Nk 

It  would  be  Elyfium,  riiy  angel.  But  how  to 
get  at  the  means  ? 

KITTY. 

If  that  is  your  objection,  they  may  be  eafily 
Found. 

ROBIN. 

Does  my  lovely  Kitty  think  I  can  have  any 
Other  ? 

KITTY. 

Then  fince  that  is  the  cafe,  Mr.  Robin,  it  is 
but  right  I  mould  explain  to  you,  what  I  meant, 
by  my  riddle*  this  morning,  but  fee  that  we 
•are  fafe. 

ROBIN, 
Not  a  fc)iil. 

KITTY. 

You  muft  know,  then,  that  this  whole  affair 
of  Mifs  Lydia  is  my  lady's  contrivance. 

ROBIN. 

What,  is  that  whole  ftory  a  ficTion  ? 

KITTY. 

A  mere  flam  -,  nothing  elfe ;  and  to  bring 
about  Sir  James*s  marriage  witfi  Lucy,  her  mo- 
tive. 

I  2  ROBIN. 
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ROBIN. 
I  conceive. 

KITTY. 

Now,  as  the  project  would  not  do  without  my 
aflilhnce,  my  lady  gave  me  (here  it  is,  ftuck  in 
my  (lays)  a  note  for  five  hundred  pounds,  if  the 
match  is  broke  offj  and  a  thoufand,  fhould  Mifs 
Lucy's  take  place. 

ROBIN. 

Hum — hum — hum — 500 — hum — hum — Re- 
becca Rifcounter — it  is  juft  as  you  fay. 

KITTY. 

Now,  as  matters  ftand,  you  fee  I  am  entitled 
to  the  rirft  500  directly,  and,  with  your  afiift- 
ance,  perhaps  che  other  may  follow. 
ROBIN. 

Not  unlikely.  But  hold  a  little,  dear  Kitty, 
a  little  caution  may  not  be  amifs.  This  miftrels 
of  yours  is  a  damn'd  artful  woman ;  fhe  has 
trick'd  others,  and  won't  fcruple  cheating  of 
you. 

KITTY. 
I  don't  underftand  you. 

ROBIN. 

It  is  not  quite  clear  that  this  note  is  a  good 
one. 

KITTY. 
How! 

ROBIN. 

I  mean  fuch  a  one  as  fhe  will  be  obliged 
hereafter  to  pay. 

KITTY. 
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KITTY. 

Then  the  bufinefs  mall  be  blown  up  in  an  in- 

ilant. 

ROBIN.       ^ 

Too  late.  She  will  only  laugh  at  you  when 
her  ends  are  obtain'd. 

KITTY. 

Then  what  fteps  can  we  take  ? 
ROBIN. 

There  is  an  old  matter  of  mine,  who  lives  in 
Brick-court  in  the  Temple,  as  cunning  a  cur  as 
ever  hang'd  an  innocent  man,  or  fav'd  a  rogue 
from  the  gallows.  I'll  run,  and  afk  his  opi- 
nion. 

KITTY. 

But  won't  that  be  betraying  our  fecret  ? 
ROBIN. 

Counfellors,  like  confefibrs,  are  bound  not  to 
reveal  their  client's  confeffion :  befides,  I  can 
eafily  conceal  the  naiVsof  the  party. 

KITTY. 

You  will  come  immediately  back  ? 
ROBIN. 

In  an  inftant,  unlefs  I  have  your  leave  to  go  a 
ftep  further. 

KITTY. 
Further! 

ROBIN. 

To  Doctors  Commons,  for  a  little  bit  of 
parchment,  that  will  foon  unite  us  for  ever. 

KITTY. 
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KITTY. 

O  law  !  you  are  in  a  vaft  prodigious  great 
hurry  ;  but,  I  think,  Mr.  Robin,  you  mull  dd 
as  you  pleafe. 

ROBIN. 

Thus  let  me  acknowledge  your  kind  conde- 
fcenfion.  For  a  moment  then,  my  dear  Kitty, 
adieu.  [Exit  Kitty.]  So,  now  I  have  the  means 
in  my  power  to  refettle  all  our  matters  again. 

[£*//. 

SCENE,    A  Printer's. 

MARGIN  difcovered  with  News-papers,  Ac- 
&c. 


MARGIN. 

September  the  9th.  Sold  twelve  hundred  and 
thirty.  June  the  20th.  Two  thoufand  and  fix. 
Good  increafe  for  the  time,  confidcring  too  that 
the  winter  has  been  prett;-  pacific  :  dabbled  but 
little  in  trtafons,  and  not  remarkably  fcurrilous, 
wnlefs,  indeed,  in  a  few  perfonal  cafes.  We  mud 
feafon  higher  to  keep  up  the  demand.  Writers 
in  Journals,  like  rope-dancers,  to  engage  the 
public  attention,  muft  venture  their  necks  every 
ftep  that  they  take.  The  pleafure  people  feel, 
arifes  from  the  riiqucs  that  we  run—  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Enter    DINGEY. 

DINGEY. 

Mr.  Hyfon  has  left  the  Anfwer  to  his  laft  letter 
on  Haft  India  affairs. 

MAR- 
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MARGIN. 

A  lazy  rafcal,  now  his  letter  i^s  forgot,  h<? 
comes  with  an  anfwer.  Befides,  the  fubjeft  is 
dale :  Return  it  again.  Are  all  our  people  in 
waiting  ? 

DINGEY. 

The  Attorney  General  to  the  paper,  that  an- 
fwers  the  law  cafes,  is  not  come  yet. 

MARGIN. 

Oh  !  that's  Ben  Bond'em  the  Bailiff;  prudently 
done,  perhaps  he  has  a  writ  againft  one  of  our 
authors-^Bid  them  enter,  and  call  over  their 
names. 

DINGEY. 
"Walk  in.  Gentlemen. 

Enter  PEPPER,  PLAISTER,  RUMOUR,  FORGE- 
'EM,  FIBBER,  COMMA,  CAUSTIC,  O'FLAM, 
and  others. 

DINGEY. 

Politicians,  pro  and  con,  Meflieurs  Pepper 
and  Plaifter. 

PEPPER,   PLAISTER. 
Here. 

MARGIN. 

Pepper  and  Plaifter,  as  both  the  houfes  are  up, 
I  (hall  adjourn  your  Political  Warfare  'till  their 
meeting  again. 

PEPPER. 

Don't  you  think  the  public  would  bear  one 
fkirmifh  more  before  we  clofe  the  campaign  ? 
I  hate  a  trimmer  here  in  my  hand. 

PLAIS- 
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PLAISTER. 

To  which  I  have  as  tart  a  retort. 
MARGIN. 

No,  no  ;  enough  for  the  prefent.  It  is,  Plaif- 
ter,  the  proper  timeing  the  fubjedr.,  that  gives 
fuccefs  to  our  labours,  The  conductor  of  a  News- 
paper, like  a  good  cook,  fhould  always  ferve 
up  things  in  their  feafon  :  who  eats  oyfters  in 
June  ?  Plays  and  Parliament  Houfes  are  winter 
provifions. 

PEPPER. 

Then  half  the  fatire  and  fait  will  be  loft  :  Be- 
fides,  if  the  great  man  fhould  happen  to  die,  or 
go  out. 

MARGIN. 

Pfliaw  !  it  will  do  as  well  for  the  great  man  that 
comes  in.  Political  papers  fhould  bear  vamping  ; 
like  fermons,  change  but  the  application  and 
text,  and  they  will  fuit  all  perfons  and  fea- 
fons. 

PL  AISTER. 

True  enough ;  but  mean  time,  what  can  we 
turn  to  •,  for  we  fhall  be  quite  out  of  work  ? 

MARGIN. 

I  warrant  you,  if  you  an't  idle,  there's  bufinefs 
enough,  the  prefs  teems  with  frefh  publications — 
Hiftories,  tranflations,  voyages— 

PEPPER. 

That  take  up  as  much ,  time  to  read  as  to 
make. 

MAR- 
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MARGIN. 

And  what  with  letters  from  Paris  or  Spaw, 
inundations,  elopements,  difmal  effects  of  thun- 
der and  lightning,  remarkable  caufei  at  coun- 
try affixes,  and  with  changing  the  miniftry  now 
and  then,  you  will  have  employment,  enough  for 
the  Summer. 

PLAISTER. 

And  fo  enter  upon  our  old  trade  in  the 
winter  ? 

MARGIN. 

Aye,  or  for  variety,  as  it  muftbe  tirefome  to 
take  always  one  fide  ;  you,  Pepper,  may  go  over 
to  adminiftration,  and  Plaifter  will  join  oppofi- 
tion.  The  novelty  may  perhaps  give  frefh  fpirits 
to  both. 

PEPPER. 

With  all  my  heart.  A  bold  writer  has  now 
no  encouragement  to  fharpen  his  pen.  I  have 
known  the  day  when  there  was  no  difficulty  in 
getting  a  lodging  in  Newgate  •,  but  now,  all  I 
can  fay,  won't  procure  me  a  warrant  from  a 
"Weftmirifter  Juftice. 

MARGIN. 

You  fay  right,  hard  times,  matter  Pepper,  for 
perfecution  is  the  very  life  and  foul  of  our  trade  ; 
but  don't  defpair,  who  knows  how  foon 
matters  may  mend  ?  gentlemen,  you  may  draw 
back. — Read  the  next. 

DINGEY. 

Criticks — Thomas  Comma,  and  Chriftopher 
Cauftic. 

K  MARGIN 

V 
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MARGIN. 
Where  are  they  ? 

DINGEY. 

As  you  could  not  find  them  in  conftant  em- 
ployment, they  are  engaged  by  the  great,  to  do 
the  articles  in  the  Monthly  Reviews. 

MARGIN. 

I  thought  they  were  done  by  Doctor  Doubtful, 
the  Deift. 

DINGEY. 

Formerly,  but  now  he  deals  in  manufcript  fer- 
mons,  writes  religious  effays  for  one  of  the 
Journals. 

MARGIN. 

Then  he  will  foon  fink.  I  forefaw  what  would 
come  of  his  dramming.  Go  on. 

DINGEY. 

Collectors  of  paragraphs,  Roger  Rumour,  and 
Phelim  O'Flam. 

RUMOUR,    FLAM. 
Here. 

DING     Y. 

Fibber  and  Forge'em,  compofers  and  makers 
of  ditto. 

FIBB     R,  FORGE'EM. 
Here. 


MARGIN. 
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MARGIN. 

Well,  Rumour,  what  have  you  brought  for 
the  prtfs  ? 

RUMOUR. 
I  have  been  able  to  bring  you  no  Pofitives. 

MARGIN. 
How  !  no  Pofitives  ? 

RUMOUR. 

Not  one.  I  have  a  Probability  from  the  court 
end  of  the  town  i  and  two  good  Suppofes  out  of 
the  city. 

MARGIN. 

Hand  them  here — [reads.'}  "  It  is  probable, 
"  that  if  the  King  of  Prufiia  fhould  join  the  Czar- 
"  ina,  France  will  fend  a  fleet  into  the  Medi- 
"  terranean,  which,  by  giving  umbrage  to  the 
"  Maritime  powers,  will  involve  Spain  by 
"  its  Family  Compact.  To  which,  if  Aufiria 
"  fhouid  refufe  to  accede,  there  may  be  a  power- 
*'  ful  diverfion  in  Poland,  made  conjurclly  by 
"  Sweden  and  Denmark.  .And  if  Sardinia  and 
"  Sicily  abide  by  the  treaties,  the  German  Prin- 
"  ces  can  never  be  neuter  ;  Italy  will  become  the 
"  feat  of  war,  and  all  Europe  foon  Tet  in  a  flame. 

Vaftly  well,  maftrr  Humour,  finely  confufed, 

and  very  alarming.     Dingey,  give  him  a  fhilling 
for  this.     I  hope  no  other  paper  has  got  it  ? 

RUMOUR. 

Oh  fie!  did  you  ever  know  me  guilty  of 
fuch  a— — . 

MARGIN. 
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MARGIN. 

True,  true,  now  let  us  fee  your  Suppofes— 
[Reads.]  "  It  is  fuppofed,  if  Alderman  Mango 
•*  fhould  furrender  his  gown,  he  w;li  be  fucceed- 
«'  ed  by  Mr.  Deputy  Drylips,  and  if  my  Lord 
"  Mayor  mould  continue  ill  of  the  gout,  it  is 
"  fuppofed  the  fwan-  hopping  will  ccafe  for  this 
"  feafon. — That  laft  fuppofe  is  fudged  in,  why, 
would  you  cra.n  thefe  upon  me  for  a  couple  ? 

RUMOUR. 
As  diftinft  as  can  be. 

MARGIN. 

Fye,  remember  our  bargain.  You  agreed  to 
do  the  court  of  Aldermen  always  for  fix  pence. 

RUMOUR. 

What  if  a  Common  Hall  fhould  be  called  ? 
MARGIN. 

Oh !  then  you  are  to  have  three-pence  a   mo- 
tion, I  know  that,  very  well  :  I  am  fure  no  gen- 
tleman can  accufe  me  of  being  fneaking.     i)in- 
f-X»  giye  hi™  fjx  pence  for  his  fuppoles.    Well, 
helim  O'FJam,  any  deaths  in  your  diftrift  ? 

O  '  F  L  A  M. 
The  devil  a  one. 

MARGIN. 
How  !  none  ? 

O  '  F  L  A  M. 

O  ye?,  a  parcel  of  nobodies,  that  died  worth 

'nothing  at  all.     Fellows  that  can't  pay  for  a  fu- 

3  neral. 
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neral.  Upon  my  confcience,  I  can't  think  what 
becomes  of  the  folks  for  my  part,  I  believe/ 
all  the  people  who  live  in  town,  fall  clown  dead 
in  the  country,  and  then  too,  fince  doclor  Di- 
fpatch  is  gone  to  the  Bath,  patients  linger  fo 
long. 

MARGIN. 
Indeed ! 

O'F  LAM. 

To  be  fure  they  do.  Why,  I  waited  at  the 
Jolly  Topers,  a  matter  of  two  days  and  a  half, 
for  the  lalt  breath  of  Lady  Dy  Dropfy,  for  fear 
fome  other  collector  mould  catch  it. 

MARGIN.; 

A  long  time  indeed. 

O '  F  L  A  M. 

Wasn't  it?  confidering  that  me  had  two  con- 
fultations  befides,  devilifh  tough.  Mr.  Margin, 
I  mail  quit  the  mortality  walk,  fo  provide  your- 
felf  as  loon  as  you  flan. 

MARGIN. 
I  hope  not. 

O'F  LAM. 

Why,  what  will  I  do  ?  I  am  fure  the  deaths 
wont  keep  me  alive,  you  fee  I  am  already 
ftripp'd  to  my  fhrowd  -,  fince  November,  the  fui- 
cide  feafon,  1  have  not  got  fait  to  my  porridge. 

Enter  Sir  THOMAS  TRADEWELL. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Is  your  name  Matthew  Margin  ? 

^  MARGIN. 
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MARGIN. 
It  is,  and  what  then  ? 

Sir  T  H  O  M  A  S. 

Then,  pray  what  right  had  you  to  kill  me  in 
your  laft  laturday's  paper  ? 

MARGIN. 
Kill  you ! 

Sir  T  H  O  M  A  S, 

Ay,  Sir,  here  the  article  is  j  furely  the  law 
has  fome  puniftiment  for  fuch  infolern  rafcals  as 
you. 

MARGIN. 

Punifhment !  and  for  what  ?  but,  after  all, 
what  injury  have  you  futlain'd  ? 

Sir  T  H  O  M  A  S. 

Infinite.  All  my  agents  are  come  port  out  of 
the  country,  my  houle  is  crouded  with  coufins, 
to  be  prcfent  at  the  opening  my  will,  and  there 
has  been  (as  it  is  known  (he  has  a  very  good 
jointure)  no  lefs  than  three  propofals  of  marriage 
already  made  to  my  relict. 

MARGIN. 

Let  me  look  at  the  paragraph.  [Reads.] 
"  Laft  night,  after  tating  a  hearty  fupper,  died 
**  fuddenly,  with  his  mouth  full  of  cuftard,  Sir 
"  Thomas  Trade* ell,  knight,  an  amiable  com- 
"  panion,  an  affectionate  relation,  and  a  friend 
"  to  the  poor." — O'Flam,  this  is  fome  blunder 
of  yours*j  for  you  fee,  here  the  gentleman  is, 
and  alive. 

O'FLAM. 
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So  he  fays,  but  the  devil  a  one  in  this  cafe 
would  I  believe  but  himfeif;  tfecaufe  why,  I 
was  told  it  by  Jeremy  O'Tnrlaugh,  his  own  bo- 
dy chairman,  my  dear :  by  the  fame  token,  I 
treated  him  with  a  pint  of  porter  for  the  good 
news. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Vaftly  oblig'd  to  you,  Mr.  O'Flam,  but  I 
have  nothing  to  do  with  this  wretched  fellow ; 
it  is  you,  Margin,  (hall  anfwer  for  this. 

MARGIN. 

Why,  Sir  Thomas,  it  is  impoflible  but  now 
and  then  we  muft  kill  a  man  by  miftake.  And 
in  fome  meafure  to  make  amends,  you  fee  what 
a  good  character  the  paper  has  given  you. 

Sir  T  H  O  M  A  S. 
Character ! 

MARGIN. 

Aye,  Sir,  I  can  tell  you  I  have  had  a  crown 
for  putting  in  many  a  worfe. 

O'FLAM.  ' 

Aye,  Sir  Thomas,  confider  of  that,  only 
think  what  a  comfort  it  is,  to  live  long  enough 
after  you  are  dead,  to  read  fuch  a  good  account 
of  yourfelf  in  the  papers. 

Sir  T  H  O  M  A  S. 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  what  a  ridiculous  rafcal !  but  I 
would  advife  you,  gentlemen,  not  to  take  fuch 
liberties  with  me  for  the  future.  [£#/'/. 

k    »  O'FLAM. 
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Indeed  and  we  won't ;  and  I  here  give  Mr. 
Margin  my  word,  that  you  Ihan't  die  again,  as 
long  as  you  live,  unlefs,  indeed,  we  get  it  from 
under  your  own  hand. 

Enter  Sir  ROBERT  RIS  COUNTER, 

and  Sir   JAMES   BIDDULPH. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Where  is  this  Margin,  this  impudent,  rafcally 
Printer  ? 

MARGIN. 
Hey  day  !  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Curb  your  choler,  Sir  R  obert. 
Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

A  pretty  fellow,,  indeed,  that  every  man's  and 
woman's  reputation  muft  be  fubjed  to  the  power 
of  his  poifonous  pen. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

A  little  patience,  Sir  Robert. 
Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

A  land  of  liberty,  this !  I  will  maintain  it,  the 
tyranny  excrcifed  by  that  fellow,  and  thofe  of 
his  tribe  is  more  defpotic  and  galling,  than  the 
moft  abfolute  monarch's  in  Afia. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

We'l,  but 

Sir  ROBERT, 
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Sir    ROBERT. 

Their  thrones  claim  a  right  only  over  your 
perfons  and  property,  whilft  this  mungre)$  fquatt- 
ing  upon  his  joint  ftool,  by  a  fingle  line,  pTo- 
fcribes  and  ruins  your  reputation  at  onee. 

Sir  JAMES. 
Sir  Robert,  let  me  crave — • 

Sir  ROBERT. 

And  no  fituation  is  fecure  from  their  intuits. 
I  wonder  every  man  is  not  afraid  to  peep  into  a: 
paper,  us  it  is  more  than  probable  that  he  may 
meet  with  a  paragraph,  that  will  make  him  un- 
happy for  the  reft  of  his  life. 

MARGIN. 
But,  Gentlemen,  what  is  all  this  bufinefs  about  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

About  ?  zounds,  Sir,  what  right  had  you  to 
ruin  my  daughter  ? 

MARGIN. 
I  ?  I  know  nothing  of  you  nor  youf  daughter.- 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Sir  James  Biddulph,  you  have  it,  produce  ths . 
pape 

Sir  JAM!  S. 

There  is  no  occafion  for  that,  the  affair  is  fo 
recent,  I  dare  fay  the  Gentleman  will  remember 
the  pafTage  •,  this,  Sir,  is  the  Bankdr,  the  father^ 
with  whofe  daughter  you  was  ple-afed  to  take  thofe 
infolent  freedoms,  this  morning. 

L  Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

And  this,  Sir,  the  amiable  Baronet,  from  the 
Weft  end  of  the  Town. 

MARGIN. 

I  recollect.  Well,  gentlemen,  if  yu  have 
brought  any  paragraphs  to  contradict  the  report, 
I  am  ready  to  infert  them  directly. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

And  fo,  you  rafcal,  you  want  us  to  furnifh 
frelh  food  for  your  paper  ? 

MARGIN. 

I  do  all  I  can  to  keep  my  fcales  even ;  the 
charge  hangs  heavy  here  ;  on  the  other  fide,  you 
may  throw  in  the  defence,  then  fee  which  will 
weigh  down  the  other. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Indeed,  Sir  James  Biddulph,  if  he  does  that— • 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

That !  can  that  paltry  expedient  atone  for  his 
crime?  will  the  fnow  that  is  fullied  recover  its 
luftre  ?  fo  tender  and  delicate,  Sir  Robert,  is  the 
fame  of  a  lady,  that  once  tainted,  it  is  tarniftv'd 
for  ever. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
True  enough. 

MARGIN. 

I  could  bear  no  ill-will  to  your  daughter,  as  I 
know  nothing  about  her. 

Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

Indeed,  Sir  James,  I  don't  fee  how  he  could. 
Sir  J  A  M  E  S.     - 

Is  his  being  the  inftrument  of  another  man's 
malice,  a  fufficient  excufe  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 

So  far  from  it,  that  it  enhances  the  guilt* 
Zounds,  Sir  James,  you  are  a  Parliament  Man> 
why  don't  you  put  an  end  to  this  practice  ? 

MARGIN. 

Ay,  let  them  attack  the  prefs,  if — — 
Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Have  a  care  of  that ;  no  no,  that  muft  not  be 
done. 

Sir  JAMES. 

No  man,  Sir  Robert,  honours  that  facrcd 
fliield  of  freedom  more  than  myfelf. 

Sir  R  O1^  E  R  T. 
I  dare  fay. 

Sir  JAMES, 

But  I  would  not  have  it  ferve  to  fhelter  thefe- 
pefts,  who  point  theii  poifon'd  arrows  againft  the 
peace  of  mankind. 

Sir  R  Q  B  E  R  T. 

By  no  means  in  the  world.  Let  them  -be 
<3ragg'd  from  behind  it  directly. 
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MARGIN. 

Ay,  do  deftroy  the  watchful  dogs  that  guard" 
and  cover,  your  flocks. 

Sir  JAMES. 
You  guard,  you  cover ! 

MARGIN. 

Ay,  who  but  us  alarm  the  nation   when  bad 
defigns  are  on  foot  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  p.  T. 

In  that  refpecl:,  they  are  very  ufeful  no  doubt. 
Sir  JAMES. 

Are  they  therefore  entitled  to  give  the  alarm, 
when  no  fuch  defign  is  intended  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

By  no  means.     A  Pac^  °f  factious,  infamous 
fcoundrels. 

MARGIN. 
It  is  we  that  fupply  t',    defects  of  the  laws. 

Sir  JAMES. 
You! 

MARGIN. 

By  ftlgmatizing  thofe  ofrenders  that  tbey  can- 
not reach. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

That,  indeed  ferves  to  keep  the  guilty  in  awe. 
2 

Sir 
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.Sir  JAMES. 

And  is  a  pretence  for  making  the  innocent  the 
butts  of  their  malice. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T.  '  ' 

True,  true,  all  is  fifh  that  comes  to  their 
nets. 

Sir    JAMES. 

Befides,  their  (lander  is  fcattered  fo  generally, 
and  with  fo  little  difcretion,  that  the  deformity 
of  vice  is  deftroyed. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

True. 

Sir  JAMES. 

Bad  men  are  made  worfe,  by  becoming  totally 
callous,  and  even  the  good  rendered  carelefs,  to 
that  fource  of  patriotifm,  that  pride  of  virtue, 
the  public  opinion. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
And  they  are  much  in  the  right  on't. 

'  MARGIN. 

What,  you  are  a  courtier,  T  reckon  ?  no  won- 
der you  wifh  the  prefs  was  demolimed. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

If  ever  that  happens,  to  fuch  mifcreants  as  you 
'twill  be  owing ;  nor  will  ic  furprize  me,  if  all 
orders  concur  to  give  up  a  great  public  benefit, 
for  the  fake  and  fecurity  of  private  honour  and 
peace. 


Sir 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Nor  me  neither. 

MARGIN. 

You    would   con  Pent   then  to  furrender  the 
prefs  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
I  would  fooner  confent  to  be  hang'd. 

Sir  JAMES! 
And  its  unbounded  licence  continue  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 
I  would  much  rather  fee  it  on  fire. 
MARGIN. 

With  refpecT:  to  its  general  ufe 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Not  the  fmalleft  doubt  can  be  made. 
Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

But,  Sir  Robert,  then  the  abufc • 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Is  what  no  mortal  can  bear. 

MARGIN. 
But,  Sir  Robert,  you  would  but  juft  now-r 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
I  confefs  it,  I  did. 

Sir  JAMES. 
Ay,  but  that  wa$,  Sir  Robert,  becaufe.— 

Sir 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

For  no  other  reafon  in  life. 

MARGIN. 
My  obfervation  you  allowed  to 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Pointed. 

Sir  JAMES. 

And  my  reply—* 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Conclufive  as  could  be. 

MARGIN: 
But  then — • 

Sir  ROBERT. 
To  be  fure. 

Sir  JAMES. 
Becaufe  why — 

Sir  ROBERT. 
You  are  quite  in  the  right. 

O'FLAM. 

Upon  my  foul,  they  have  got  the  old  gentle- 
man into  fuch  puzzleation,  that  I  don't  believe 
he  knows  what  he  wifiies  himfelf.  Stand  by  and 
let  me  clear  up  this  matter  a  little.  Hearkee, 
Mr.  Sir  Robert,  if  I  uiderftand  your  maning  at 
all,  it  is,  that  provided  people  could  be  prevented 
from  publifliing,  you  are  willing  the  prefs  mould 
be  free. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

That  was  my  meaning  no  doubt. 

O'FLAM, 
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O'FLAM. 

Upon  my  confcience,  and  nothing  but  reafon. 
There,  I  believe,  we  are  all  of  us  agreed.  How 
feldom  would  people  differ,  if  once  we  could  get 
them  to  be  all  of  a  mind  ?  And  now  this  differ- 
ence is  whole  and  compos'd,  let  me  try  if  I  can't 
make  up  the  other.  I  underftand  here,  old  gen- 
tleman, you  have  had  a  daughter  abufed. 

Sir    ROBERT. 
Moft  foully. 

O'FLAM. 
And  you  want  to  know  who  was  the  author  ? 

Sir  R  QBE  RT. 
That  was  my  fole  bufmefs  here. 
O'FLAM. 

Then  why  could  not  you  fay  fo  at  firft,  without 
all  this  bothering  and  bawling  ?  Well,  mafter 
Margin,  come  give  the  old  buck  fatisfa&ion. 

MARGIN. 
It  was  anonymous. 

O '  F  L  A  M. 

Upon  my  foul,  and  I  thought  fo.  That  is 
the  mod  damnedft,  impudent  fon  of  a  bitch,  he 
had  like  to  have  brought  me  into  three  or  four 
jcrapes,  by  fathering  his  lies  upon  me. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
Will  you  give  us  leave  to  look  at  the  hand  ? 

MARGIN. 
Freely,  this  is  the  paper. 

Sir 
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Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Sir  Robert,  do  you  recoiled  to  have  l?en  this 
writing  before  ? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T4 

It  is  James's,  I  know  it  as  well  as  my  own  • 
here  are  his  B's,  his  G's,  and  his  T's. 

Sir  JAMES. 

So  I  guefs'd.  Will  you  truft  the  paper  with 
us? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Let  him  get  it  again,  if  he  can.— Sir  James, 
I  mall  expect  you  at  home.  [Exit 

MARGIN. 
I  hope  no  bad  ufe  will  be  made  of  it. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S, 

The  worft  ufe  has  already  been  made  of  it; 
but  at  parting,  Mr.  Margin,  let  me  give  you  a 
piece  of  advice.  Take  care  how  you  provoke 
the  publick  patience  too  far.  You  have  fct  the 
laws  ardefiance,  and  long  reign'd  uncontroul'd, 
I  confeis  ;  but  don't  wonder  if  the  ifubjects  of 
your  (lander  forget  there  are  laws  in  their  turn, 
and,  valuing  an  honeft  name  more  than  their 
lives,  mould  expofe  their  lives  to  revenge  it. 

°  [Exit. 
O'F  I,  A  M. 

Upon  my  foul,  Mr.  Margin,  very,  wholfome 

advice,  and  will  do  you  much  good  if  you  take 

it ;  but,    above  all,  rid    your  hands,  of  James 

Anonymous  as  foon   as  you  can  f  you  know  it 

M  was  . 


82       THE     BANKRUPT. 

was  he  got  you  that  beating. — That  fellow  has 
brought  you  into  more  fcrapes  than  all  your  au- 
thors together. 

Enter  a  SERVANT. 
SERVANT.- 

Gentlemen,  the  milk  porridge  is  ready, 

ALL. 
Let  us  ftart  fair  I  befeech  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  RISCOUNTER,  LUCY, 
and  KITTY. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Sir  James  Biddulph  is  gone  ? 
KITTY. 
Ye«,  Madam,  and  with  him  my  matter. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Sir  Robert !  to  what  place,  can  you  guefs  ? 

KITTY. 

I  (hould  think,  by  what  1  overheard,  to  the 
printer's. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
To  the  printer's  !  of  what  ufe  can  that  be  ? 

KITTY. 

I  can't  fay ;  bur  your  ladyfhip,   I  hope,  will 
excufe  me. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Excufe  you,  why  child,  what's  the  matter  ? 

KITTY. 
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KITTY. 

I  have  heard  fome  whifpering  among  the 
clerks,  as  if  things  were  not  quite  fo  well  with 
my  mailer. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
"What,  fome  little  difappointments  in  trade  ? 

KITTY. 

Much  worfe,  I  am  afraid  ;  I  don't  know  what 
it  means  -,  but  they  fay  an  extent  is  brought  into 
the  houfe. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

With  all  my  heart ;  let  what  will  happen,  it 
can  be  of  little  importance  to  me. 

LUCY. 
No,  Madam! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

No,  child,  you  can't  fuppofe,  but  upon  my 
marriage,  I  took  care,  at  all  events,  to  lecure  a 
proper  provifion. 

LUCY. 
Indeed  !  can  that  be  done  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
A  common  caution,  my  dear-,  don't  you  fee 
Mrs.  Paduafoy  rides  in  her  coach,  whilft  half 
her  hufband's  creditors  are  in  gaol. 

LUCY. 

Is  that  the  cafe  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
If  wives  were  to  have  any  thing  to  do  with 
M  2  thole 
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thofe  kind  of  creatures,  who  d'ye  think  wou  Id 
marry  with  people  in  bufmefs  ?  and  now  I  think 
on't,  it  will  be  fo  much  the  better  •,  for  the  fa- 
ther's failure  muft  in  fome  meafure  fall  on  the 
daughter. 

LUCY. 

True  ;  but  your  ladylhip  faw  Sir  James  Bid- 
dulph. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
For  a  moment  only,  my  dear. 

LUCY, 
Well,  Madam,  and 

Lady  DISCOUNTER, 

I  only  juft  threw  out  a  hint ;  to  be  more  ex- 
plicit now,  would  make  him  fufpicious ;  we  muft 
give  him  time  to  digeft  his  difappointment. 

KITTY. 
As  I  live,  Mifs  Lydia  is  coming. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER, 
Lydia ! 

Enter  LYDIA. 

LYDIA. 

I  beg  your  ladyfhip's  pardon,  for  intruding 
without  your  permiflion ;  but,  my  unfortunate 
fituation  will,  I  hope,  plead  my  excufe :  I  come, 
Madam,  to  beg  your  protection. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Mine,  child  ? 

LYDIA. 
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Your  afiiftance,  in  detecting  the  authors  of 
this  horrid  defign. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

That,  child,  is  properly  your  father's  con- 
cern. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

True,  Madam ;  but  the  relation  your  lady- 
Ihip  bears  to  his  family  might,  I  hope,  induce 
you  to  do  me  this  juftice. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

Juftice,  Lydia  ! — as  it  is  my  duty,  I  fhall  ever 
be  ready  to  give  my  advice. 

.    LYDIA. 

That,  Ma'dam,  is  all  that  I  want. 
Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

As  this  affair  has  made  fuch  a  noife,  there  re- 
mains but  one  ftep  to  be  taken. 

LYDIA. 

Which  is . 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

A  marriage  with  James. 

LYDIA. 

With  James !  and  fo  fancYify  the  fcandalous 
ftory. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
It  may  be  alledged  by  the  family,  that  the 
ceremony  had  pafs'd  before  the  detection. 

LYDIA. 
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L  Y  D  I  A. 

Detection !  I  hope  your  ladyfhip  does  not  fup- 
pofe  there  is  the  fmalleft  foundation  ? 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 

That  I  (hall  not  pretend  to  determine.  But, 
at  all  events,  you  arc  in  the  right  to  deny  it. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Your  ladyfhip's  indifference  fhocks  me  more 

than  the Your  daughter,  Lucy,  will  do  ma 

juftice  I  am  fure,  (he  has  been  privy  to  every — 

LUCY. 

Me,  Mifs  ?  I  beg  pardon  for  that  :  how 
Ihould  I  know  your  Intrigues  ?  I  beg  you  will 
not  involve  me  in  your  guilt. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

Nay,  then  it  is  in  vain  to  druggie  ;  I  fee,  my 
ruin  is  refolv'd. 

Enter  Sir  ROBERT. 
Sir  ROBERT. 

Where  is  Lady  Rifcounter?  well,  my  dear, 
we  have  got  to  the  bottom  of  this  infernal  bufi- 
nefs  at  laft — here,  here  it  is,  in  the  rafcal's  own 
hand. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Sir  Robert ! 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Why,  the  paragraph  was  fent  to  the  printer's 
by  James. 

Lady 
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Lady  RISCOUNTER.    * 

Well? 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
So  that  you  fee  proves  the  forgery  plain. 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 
Now  I  think  it  makes  the  faft  more  apparent. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
How? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
By  the  confefllon  of  one  of  the  parties. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
That  I  confefs,  as  it  was  voluntary — 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Makes  it  amount  to  a  pofitive  proof. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
It  looks  very  fufpicious  indeed. 

Enter  Sir  JAMES  BIDDULPH. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Here  my  lady,  Sir  James,  thinks,  that  inftead 
of  clearing,  this  paper  only  ferves  to  convince 
her. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
Is  that  your  ladyfhip's  judgment  ? 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Quite  to  a  demonftration,  Sir  James. 

Sir 

1  I 
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Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

But  his  policy. 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 
Obvious  enough  j  to  force  the  family  to  Ibli- 
cit  his  marrying  the  girl,  as  a  favour. 

Sir  JAMES. 
That,  indeed! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 

With  the  hopes,  perhaps,  of  obtaining  fome 
additional  advantage. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

In  return,  no  doubt,  for  his  great  condefcen- 
fion.  An  infamous 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

I  mould  have  thought  the  young  latjy's  pri- 
vate fortune,  and  perfon,  efpecially  to  one  of  his 
rank,  a  very  fufficient  inducement.  But  this 
Mr.  James  is  an  abfolute  Machiavel. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

As  fly  a  dog  as  ever  exifted. 
Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
But  could  not  we  fee  him,  Sir  Robert  ? 

Sir  ROBERT. 
The  rafcal  is  run  off. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
Indeed! 

Sir 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

We  have  fearch'd  for  him  all  the  town-over. 

Sir  JAMES. 

That  is  unlucky,  as  I  fhould  have  been  glad 
to  have  afk'd  him  a  queftion.  1  believe  it  is 
unneceffary  to  apologize  to  the  family,  for  any 
part  I  take  in  thit  bufmefs. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
We  are  all  highly  obliged. 

Sir  JAMES. 

But  I  have  received  a  letter,  the  contents  of 
which  aftonifh  me  much. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
About  the  matter  in  hand  ? 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Indeed  the  writer  is  but  a  dependant  of  mine, 
but  his  veracity  is  out  of  the  queftion,  the  facts 
muft  fpeak  for  themfelves.  Mrs.  Kitty,  you 
will  be  kind  enough  to  ftay  here  for  a  moment. 

KITTY. 

What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? 
Sir  JAMES. 

If  the  charge  is  falfe,  I  am  fure,  Lady  Rif- 
counter  will  pardon  me  for  the  fake  of  the  mo- 
tive. If  true,  fhe,  in  her  turn,  will  ftand  in 
want  of  all  our  forgivenefs. 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 
Me!  who  will  dare  to  impeach  my  conduct, 
Sir  James  ? 

N  Sic 
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Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Your  ladyfhip's  patience,  a  moment.  This 
paper,  Sir  Robert,  charges  Lady  Rifcounter 
with  being  the  ible  contriver  of  this  villainous 
'projed. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
How! 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 
Me! 

Sir  JAMES. 

With  a  view  of  diflblving  the  contract  be- 
tween your  fair  daughter  and  me. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
To  what  purpofe  ?  what  end  ? 
Sir  JAMES. 

One  that  does  me  too  much  honour,  I  own, 
the  bringing  about  a  union  between  Mifs  Lucy 
and  me. 

Lady    RISCOUNTER. 

A  moft  probable  ftory,  indeed  :  your  infor- 
mer's name,  if  you  pleafe. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 
A  fervant  who  has  oft  attended  me  here. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
And  he  received  it  from 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

One  of  your  ladyfhip's  women;  there  fhe 
ftands,  I  believe. 

- "  L  Y  D  I  A 
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L'Y  D  I  A. 

Is  it  pofiible  that  you,  Kitty  — 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Patience,  Lydia,  a  moment. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 


fr3Mh  r  ry    Pot»   Ovoufly 

fram  d  by  a  couple  of  fervants,  (unlefs  you  con- 
deicend  to  be  the  contriver  yourfelf  )  will  juftjfv 
you  m  bringing  this  charge  againft  a  perfon  of 
my  rank  and  condition. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

indeed.  ^  SIr  JameS>  that  JS  C0°  PrefumPt^us 

Sir  JAMES. 
Why,  I  mould  not  have  ventur'd,  I  believe 


Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Name  the  perfon  diredlly. 

Sir  JAMES. 
Lady  Rifcounter  herfelf. 

Sir   ROBERT. 

What  ? 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

There  is  a  little  billet  contain'd  in  this  letter, 
where  your  ladyfhip  promiies  a  capital  fern 
when  fome  certain  fervices  are  fully  perform'd. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

By  your^leave,  Sir  James,  Jet  me  look.     Oh 
N  2  clear, 
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clear,  clear,  it  is  her  hand,  there  is  no  denying 
of  this. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

I  fancy  Mrs.  Kitty  will  own  it.    Otherwife  my 
fervant  is  below  to  confront  her. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Well,  what  reply  do  you  make  to  all  this  ? 

KITTY. 
I  beg  pardon,  Sir,  of  my  miftrefs,  and  you. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Pardon. 

KITTY. 

I  own  the  accufation  is  juft,  though  I  little 
thought  Mr.  Robin  would  betray  me. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Do  you  ?  and  what  an  ungrateful  wretch  muft 
you  be  ?  you  have  been  but  a  poor  inftrument 
only.  But  is  it  poflible  you,  Lady  Rifcounter, 
could  fo  entirely  forget  what  you  owe  to  me,  and 

your 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
I  fee,  Sir  Robert,  you  are  fo  far  prepoficfs'd, 
that  all  I  can  fay 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
Say,  Madam,  what  can  be  faid  for  fuch— 

Lady  RISCQUNTER. 

Nay,  Sir,  I  am  not  going  to  make  a  formal 

defence,  it  is  not  worth  my  while,  nor  would 

you  have  leifurc  to  hear  it :  if  you  will  walk 

3  down 
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/  f 

down,  you  will  find  another  fort  of  bu fine fs,  that 
demands  your  attention. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Madam ! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER, 
The  houfe  fill'd  with  a  new  kind  of  cuftomers. 

LYDIA,  Sir  ROBERT,  Sir  JAMES. 
How! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
Only  an  extent,  to  feize  on  all  his  effects. 
LYDIA,  Sir  ROBERT,  Sir  JAMES. 
Is  it  poffible ! 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
The  world  will  therefore  fee  how  ill  I  am 
treated — but  don't  in^gine,  Sir  Robert,  that  the 
provifion  I  derive  froqn  her  father,  (hall  be  la- 
yifhed  to  lefien  your  debts,  or  be  employ'd  in 
fupport  of  their  author. 

LUCY. 

Your  ladyfhip  will  have  more  prudence,  no 
doubt. 

Lady  RISCOUNTER. 
No,  child,  we  will  quit  this  tranhon  directly^ 
and  leave  him  for  confoiation  to  the  care  of  ais 
daughter. 

LYDIA. 

A  more  precious  truft,  I  could  nev^r  receive. 
Your  treachery  to  me,  Madam.  I  t.ould  both 
defpife  and  forgive  :  but  your  inf.l^nt  tiiumph, 
at  th|  diftrefs  of  an  unfortunate  huiband,  gives 

you 
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you  a  pre-eminence  above  the  worft  of  your  fex. 
If,  Sir,  what  you  are  pleafed  to  call  mine,  can 
cither  reinftate,  on  aflift  you,  I  beg  it  may  be  all 
employ'd  in  the  fervice. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
Nay,  pr'ythee,  Lydia — 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

You  fee,  Sir  James  B:ddulph,  there  are  new 
obftaclcs  oppos'd  to  your  purpofe. 

Sir  JAMES. 

If  you  mean  thofe  her  ladyfhip  has  been  pleaf- 
ed to  produce,  they  add  only  an  additional 
ftrength  to  my  wifhes.  The  piety  with  which 
this  great,  this  firft  duty  is  dilcharg'd,  muft  ac- 
company every  other  relation  in  life.  I  applaud, 
and  fhall  be  happy  to  join  in  your  purpofe. 

Lady   RISCOUNTER. 
Come,  Lucy,    let  us  leave  thefe   romantick 
Creatures  together,    they   are  only   fit  for  each 
other ;  when  your  effects  are  convey'd  to  proper 
truftees,  1  (hall  take  care  to  put  in  my  claim. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Rifcounter  and  Lucy. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

Unfeeling,  infolent  woman!  but  thy  good- 
nefs,  Lydia,  fupplies  every  lofs,  nor  will  my  cre- 
ditors, when  they  find  I  never  deceiv'd  them, 
take  advantage  of  thy  filial  affection. 

Enter  a  CLERK. 
What  now  ? 

CLERK. 
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CLERK. 

The  Dutch  mail  is  arrived. 

Si/ROBERT. 

Any  private  letters  from  Holland  ? 
CLERK. 

Your  correfpondents,  Sir,  have  honour'd  your 
bills. 

Sir  ROBERT. 
And  difcharg'd  them  ? 

CLERK. 
Every  one. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

And  the  report  of  their  failing 

CLERK. 
Was  without  the  fmalleft  foundation^ 

Sir  ROBERT. 

Heaven  be  prais'd ;  now,  Lydia,  thy  fa- 
ther can  look  again  with  confidence  in  the  face  of 
his  friends. 

LYDIA. 

A  more  real  tranfport  could  never  have 
reach'd  me ! 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

I  know  it,  Lydia,  I  know  it.  This  gentle- 
man will  both  thank  and  reward  you. 

CLERK. 
Sir,  I  would  beg  juft  to 

Sir 
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Sir  ROBERT. 

I  guefs  what  you  mean  •,  fome  inquifitive  per- 
fons  below  ;  they  fhall  be  fatisfied  foon.  I  will 
attend  them  di redly.  [£*//  Clerk. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

Give  me  leave  to  join  in  the  general  joy.  But 
what,  Sir  Rob;  rt,  mall  we  do  fvith  this  paper  ? 
I  fancy  my  man  is  in  waiting ;  Robin. 

Enter    ROBIN. 

ROBIN. 

Sir. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

You  have  been  of  fngular  fervice  to-day, 
which  I  iliull  take  good  care  to  acknowledge. 
The  wo  rh  oi  this  not/,  as  the  conditions  have 

fail'd 

ROBIN. 

Lik?  many  more  <  f  its  kindred,  is  reduc'd  to 
wafte  paper,  your  honour ;  but  as  this  happy 
turn  has  been  chiefly  owing  to  Kitty,  I  hope  fhe 
will  be  rtftor'u  to  favour  again. 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S. 

But  confider,  Robin,  that  was  not  her  inten- 
tion. 

ROBIN. 

But  recolleft,  Sir,  the  temptation — 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 
But  the  treachery — 

ROBIN. 

Five  hundred  pounds. 

Sir 
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Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

That  is  true— as  many  her  fuperiors,  tho'  per- 
haps not  her  betters,  are  daily  detected  in  doing 
things  more  criminal  for  lefs  confideration,  ic 
is  fome  excufe,  I  confefs.  But  what  fays  my 
Lydia  ? 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

I  mall  be  directed  by  you. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

And  now,  my  children,  nothing  remains  but 
the  laft  aft,  to  eftabiifli  your  union,  and  if  (as  I 
am  refolved  to  difengage  myfelf  from  that  bad 
•woman,  and  the  other  cares  of  this  world)  you 
will  fuffer  me  to  be  a  partaker  of  your  domeftic 
felicity 

Sir  JAMES,  LYDIA. 
You  cannot  in  any  thing  oblige  us  fo  much. 

Sir  R  O  B  E  R  T. 

That  is  all  I  have  to  afk  of  you,  or  the  world. 

[Exeunt. 
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1.  THE  GENTLEMAN'S  GUIDE 

IN     HIS 

TOUR  THROUGH  FRANCE 

BY    AN    OFFICER. 
With  a  correft  Map  of  all  the  Poft  Roads. 
Containing  an  accurate  defcription  of  that  country.  In- 
cluding Paris,  Verfailles,  Fontainbleau,  Marli,  St.  Ger- 
mains,  St.   Cloud,  and  every  puolick  building  and  place 
worthy  a  traveller  s  notice.     Lilts  of  lodging- houfes,  or- 
dinaries, places  of  amufement,  with  their  prices  ;  ftage- 
coaches  and  wa'er  carriages  to  different  parts  of  the  king- 
dom, with  their  fares :  and  every  other  particular  neceflary 
for  the  information  of  flrangers. 
THE 

2.  TOUR    OF    HOLLAND, 

DUTCH  BRABANT,  the  AUSTRIAN  NETHER- 
LANDS, and  part  of  FRANCE  j 
In  which  is  included,  a  DESCRIPTION  of  PARIS,    and 

its  environs. 

3.  USEFUL      HINTS 

To  thofe  who  make  the. TOUR  of  FRANCE. 

In  a  feries  of  letters  written   from  that  kingdom, 
By  PHILIP  THICKNESSE,  Efq. 

Thefe  letters  (none  of  which  were  ever  publifhed  be- 
fore) contain  fome  account  of  the  interior  police  in  ge- 
neral, and  Paris  in  particular.  With  a  confidfrable  num- 
ber of  entertaining  anecdotes,  relative  to  the  firft  perfon- 
ages  on  that  part  of  the  continent. 

%%  Thefe  three  volumes,  which  may  be  had  feparate 
or  together,  price  35.  each,  will  enable  travellers  to  make 
the  Tour  of  Fiance  and  the  Low  Countries,  as  they  con- 
tain every  thing  worthy  the  attention  of  the  moft  minute 
enquirer;  and  will  prevent,  if  properly  attended  to,  the 
fcaudalous  impofltions  fo  often  pradifed  by  the  publican« 
on  the  continent. 

fit  The  laft  article  only  was  written  by  Mr.  Thicknefle. 
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MPCCLXXVIII. 


ADVERTISEMENT.- 


SOME  copies  of  fpurious  impreffions  of 
the  Cozeners  and  the  Maid  of  Bath,  having 
been  printed   and  circulated   before  the 
application  to  the  Court  of   Chancery  for  an 
Injunction,  it  has   been   thought  advi'fabJe,  in 
vindication  of  the  property  of  the  Editor    as 
well  as  in  juftice  to  the  deceafed  Author,  imme- 
diately to  commit  to  the  prefs  genuine  editions 
the  two  dramatick  pieces  above-mentioned 
together  with  THIS  COMEDY,  which  had  been  alfo* 
without  authority  advertifed  for  publication. 

On  infpedion  of  the  fpuripus  impreffions   it 

appears,  that  ail  the  errors  of  carelefs  and  iano- 

rant  tranfcribers  are  there  religioufly  preferred  - 

and  all  the  additions  and  improvements,  made 

by  I*  facetious  Writer,   are  omitted.     Many 

trance,  of  this  will  occur  on  perufal  of  thofc 

-omedies    and  particularly  the  Cozeners;    ia 

which,  befldes  the  redoration  of  feveral  paflaaes 

always  fpoken  on  the  ftage,  tht  Reader  will  find 

whole  fcene,  at  the  end  of  the  Firft.  Ad,  and 

another, 
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another,  ftill  more  entertaining  and  popular,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  Third  ;  both  which  were 
wholly  wanting  in  the  fpurious  Impreflions. 

Unauthorized  publications  are  not  only  always 
detrimental  to  private  property,  but  commonly 
prove  injurious  to  the  fublick  :  For  the  copies, 
being  obtained  by  clandeftineand  indirect  means, 
are,  for  the  mod  part,  as  has  happened  in  the 
prdent  inicunce,  incorrect  and  imperfect. 
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ACT  I; 

-A  Room. 

tenter  Sir  Thomas  Maxwell  and  M/rgaret. 

Sir  *Tbomas. 

WH  Y,  the  woman  is  mad  !  thefe 
curs'd  news-paper  patriots  have 
fhatter'd  her  brains!  nothing  leis 
than  a  fehator  of  feven  years 
landing  can  conceive  what  fhe  mean's; 

Marg.  Why,  Sir  Thomas j  my  converfatiofl  is 
•neither  deficient  in  order^  preciflon,  or  dignity. 

SirTho.  Dignity!  and  whatoccafion  for  dignity 
in  the  common  concerns  of  my  houfe  ?  why  dr6" 
deuce  can't  you  converfe  like  the  reft  of  tht 
world  ?  If  you  want  money  to  pay  off  my  bills, 
you  move  mefor  further  fopplies  j  if  I  turn  away  a 
B  ftrvantj 
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fervant,  you  condemn  me  for  fo  often  changing 
my  miniftry ;  and  becaufe  I  lock  up  my  daugh- 
ter, to  prevent  her  eloping  with  the  paltry  clerk 
of  a  pitiful  trader,  it  is  foriooth  an  invafion  of 
the  Bill  of  Rights,  and  a  mortal  flab  to  the  great 
Charter  of  Liberty. 

Marg.  As  Serjeant  Second'em  faid  in  the  debate 
on  the  corn-bill,  "  Then  why  don't  you  chufe 
*'  better  ground,  brother,  and  learn  to  enlarge 
•'  your  bottom  a  little  ?  Confider,  you  muft  draw 
"  the  line  of  liberty  Ibmewhere ;  for  if  thefc  rights 
"  belong" 

Sir  Tbo.   Mercy  on  us  ! 

Marg.^But  indeed,  my  dear  brother,  you  arc 
got  quite  out  of  your  depth  :  Woman,  I  tell  you, 
is  a  microcofm,  and  rightly  to  rule  her  requires 
as  great  talents,  as  to  govern  a  ftate.  And  what 
fays  the  Aphorifm  of  Cardinal  Polignac  ?  "  If 
"  you  would  not  have  a  perfon  deceive  you,  be 
"  careful  not  to  let  him  know  you  miftruft  him  !" 
and  fo  of  your  daughter. 

Sir  'Tho.  Mrs.  Margaret  Maxwell,  jbeflow  your 
advice  where  it  is  wanted!  Out  of  my  depth?  a 
likely  ftory  indeed,  that  I,  who  am  fix'd  here  in 
£  national  truft,  appointed  guardian  of  the  Eng- 
lifh  intereft  at  the  court  of  Madrid,  fhould  ncc 
know  how  to  manage  a  girl ! 

Marg.  And  pray,  Mr.  Conful,  what  informa- 
tion 
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tion  will  your  ftation  Afford  you  ?  I  don't  deny 
your  knowledge  in  export  and  import,  nor  doubt 
your  fkill  in  the  difference  between  wet  and  dry 
goods ;  you  may  weigh  with  exadnefs  the  bal- 
lance  of  trade,  or  explain  the  true  fpirit  of  a  treaty 
of  commerce ;  the  furface,  the  mere  fkimmings 
of  the  political  pot  t 
Sir  Vho.  Mighty  well ! 

Marg.  But  had  you,  with  me,  traced  things 
to  their  original  fource ;  had  you  difcover'd  all 
focial  fubord  i nation  to  arife  from  original  compact ; 
had  you  read  Machiavel,  Montefquieu,  Locke, 
Bacon,  Hobbes,  Harrington,  Hume ;  had  you 
ftudied  the  political  teftaments  of  Alberoni  and 

Cardinal  Richlieu- 

Sir  T/JO.  Mercy  on  us  j 

Marg.  Had  you  analiz'd  the  Pragmatic  Sanc- 
tion, and  the  family-corn  pact ;  had  you  toil'd  thro* 
the  laborious  page  of  theVinerian  profe(Tor,or  efti- 
mated  the  prevailing  manners  with  the  Vipar  of 
Newcaftle;  in  a  word,  had  you  read  Amicus 
ilpon  Taxation,  and  Inimicus  upon  Reprefenta- 
tiyn,  you  would  have  known—— 
Sir  Tbo.  \\  hat  ? 

Marg.  Thar,  in  ipite  of  the  frippery  French 
Salick  laws,  woman  is  a  free  agent,  a  noun 
fubitantive  entity,  and,  when  treated  with  con- 
fidence  

B  2  Sir 
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Sir  f&0.  Why,  perhaps,  (he  may  not  abuic  it  > 
But  ftill,  my  fage  litter,  it  is  but  *  perhaps  •,  now 
my  method  is  certain,  infallible  j  by  confining 
her,  1  can't  be  deceiv'd. 

Marg.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  right  have  you 
to  confine  her  ?  look  in  your  Puffendorff!  tho^ 
born  in  Spain,  fhe  is  a  native  of  England  ;  her 
birth-right  is  liberty — a  better  patrimonial  eftate 
than  any  of  your  defpotic  countries  could  give 
her. 

Sir  'J'bo.  Zooks,  you  would  tire  the  patience 
of  Job  !  Pray  anfwer  me  this  j  is  Harriet  my 
daughter  ? 

Marg.  What  then  ?  for  that  ineftimable  blefilng 
Jhe  is  not  beholden  to  you  j  nor  can  you,  tho*  4 
father,  with  reafon,  juftice,  or  law,  take  it  from, 
her. 

Si/'  Tbo.  Why,  Margaret,  you  forget  where 
you  are  !  This,  child,  is  the  town  of  Madrid  j  you 
are  amongft  a  fage,  Heady  people,  who  know  an<4 
revere  the  natural  rights  of  a  parent. 

Afarg.  Natural  rights !  Can  a  right  to  tyran- 
nize be  founded  in  nature  ? 

Sir  Tbo.  Look'ec,  Margaret !  you  are  but  lofing 
your  time;  for  unlefs  you  can  prevail  on  Count 
Wall,  or  the  prefident  of  Caftille,  to  grant  you  3 
Habeas,  why  Harriet  (hall  flay  where  flie  is. 

.  Ay,  ay,  you  know  where  you  are ;  bur, 

if 
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if  my  niece  will  take  m£  advice,  the  juftice  that 
is  denied  to  her  here,  me  will  inftantly  feek  for 
elfewhere. 

Sirfbo.  Elfewhere?  hark  you,  fitter!  is  it  thus 
you  anfwer  my  purpofe  in  bringing  you  hither  ?  I 
hop'd  to  have  my  daughter's  principles  form'dby 
your  prudence }  her  conduct  directed  by  youne^ 
perience  and  wifdom. 

Marg.  The  preliminary  is  categorically  true. 

Sir  no.  Then  why  don't  you  abide  by  the 
treaty  ? 

Marg.  Yesj  you  have  given  me  powerful 
motives ! 

Sirfyo.  But  another  word,  madam!  as  I  don't 
chufe  that  Harriet  mould  imbibe  any  more  of  your 
romantic  republican  notions,  {  fhall  take  it  as  a 
£reat  favour  if  you  would  prepare  tp  quit  this 
country  with  the  firft  opportunity. 

Marg.  You  need  not  have  remonftrated ;  a  peti- 
tion would  have  anfwered  your  purpofe:  I  did  in- 
tend to  withdraw,  and  without  taking  leave;  nor 
will  I  refide  on  a  fpot  where  the  great  charter  of  my 
fex  is  hourly  invaded !  No,  Sir  Thomas,  I  mail  re- 
turn to  the  land  of  liberty !  but  there  expecl  to  have 
your  defpotjc  dealings  properly  and  publickly 
Dandled. 

Sir  no.  What,  you  defign  to  turn    author? 

Marg.  There's  nopccafion  for  that ;  liberty  ha? 
already  a  champion  in  one  of  my  fex :  The  fame 

pen 
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pen  that  has  dar'dto  fcourgc  the  arbitrary  aclions 
of  ibme  of  our  monarchs,  (hall  do  equal  jnftice 
to  the  opprefiive  power  of  parents  ! 

Sir  fbo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Marg.  I  may,  perhaps,  be  too  late  to  get  you 
into  the  hiftorical  text;  but,  I  promife  yon,  you 
Jhall  be  finmdly  fwinged  in  the  marginal  note. 

Enter  a  Servant  y  who  wbiffers  Sir  Thomas. 

Sir  Tho.  What !  now  ? 

Seru.  This  inflant. 

Sir  tto.  How  did  he  get  in  ? 

Sero.  By  a  ladder  of  ropes,  dropped,  I  fuppofe, 
by  Mifs  Harriet  from  the  balcony. 

Sir  Tho.  That  way,  I  reckon,  he  thinks  to 
retreat ;  but  I  (ball  prevent  him  !  Here,  Dick, 
do  you  and  Ralph  run  into  the  ftreet,  and  front 
the  houfc  with  a  couple  of  carbines  j  bid  James 
bring  my  toledo ;  and  let  the  reft  of  the  fel- 
Jows  follow  my  fteps  ! 

Marg.  Hey-day  !  what  can  be  the  meaning 
of  this  civil  commotion  ? 

Sir  <Tbo.  Nothing  extraordinary;  only  the 
natural  confequence  of  fome  of  your  falutary 
luggeftions. 

Marg.  Mine,  Sir  Thomas  ? 

Sir  The.  Yes,  yours,  fitter  Margaret ! 
r%.  I  don't  underftand  you. 
?ho.  Oh,  nothing  but  Harriet  making  ufe 

of 
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of  her  great  natural  charter  of  liberty,  by  let- 
ting young  Invoice,  Abraham  Indigo's  clerk, 
by  the  means  of  a  ladder  cf  ropes,  into  her 
chamber. 

Marg.  I  am  not  furprized. 

Sir  Ibo.  Nor  I  neither. 

Marg.  The  inftant  your  fufpicions  gave  her 
a  guard,  I  told  her  the  aft  was  tantamount  to 
an  open  declaration  of  war,  and  fanctified  every 
ftratagem. 

Sir  Tho.  You  did  ?  mighty  well,  madam  !  I 
hope  then,  for  once,  you  will  approve  my 
proceedings  •,  the  law  of  nations  fhall  be  ftrictly 
obferved ;  you  fhall  fee  how  a  fpy  ought  to  be 
treated,  who  is  caught  in  the  enemy's  camp  i 

Enter  Servant  with  the  toledo. 

Oh,  here's  my  trufty  roledo.  Come,  follow  your 
leader  !  [Exit  with  Servants. 

Marg.  Oh,  Sir,  I  fhall  purfue,  and  reconoitre 
your  motions ;  and  tho*  no  cartel  is  fettled  be- 
tween you,  take  care  how  you  infringe  tfte 
jus  gentium.  [Exit  Marg. 

Another  chamber.    Harriet  and  Invoice  difcovered. 

Har.  Are  you  fure  you  were  not  obferved  ? 
Inv.  I  believe  not. 

Har. 
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liar.  Well,  Mr.  Invoice,  you  can,  I  think, 
now,  no  longer  doubt  of  my  kindncfsj  tho', 
let  me  tell  yon,  you  are  a  good  deal  indebted 
for  this  early  proof  of  it,  to  my  father's  feverity. 

Inv.  I  am  forry,  madam,  an  event,  fo  happy 
for  me,  fhould  proceed  from  fo  unlucky  a  canie : 
But  are  there  no  hopes  that  Sir  Thomas  may 
"be  foftened  in  time  ? 

Har.  None:  He  is,  both  from  nature  an£ 
habit,  inflexibly  obflinate.  This  too  is  his  fa- 
vourite foible  j  no  German  baron  was  ever  more 
attached  to  the  genealogical  laws  of  alliance 
than  he  :  tVEarry  his  daughter  to  a  perfon  in 
trade  ?  no  !  Put  his  prefent  favourite  out  of  the 
queftion,  he  can  never  be  brought  to  fubmit 
to  it. 

Inv.  Dear  Mifs  Harriet,  then  why  will  you 
hefitate  ?  there  can  be  no  other  alternative  -, 
you  muft  either  fubmit  to  marry  the  count,  or 
l>y  flight  efcape  from  the 

Har.  No,  IVlr.  Invoice,  not  till  the  laft  ne- 
ceffity  drives  me.  Befides,  where  can  we  go  ? 
lk>w  fubfift  ?  who  will  receive  us  ? 

Inv.  Tht  world  is  all  before  us  where  to  chuff, 
and,  as  we  fly  from  opprefllon,  Providence  our 
guide* 

'Har.  The  world,  Mr.  Invoice,  is  but  a  cold 
kind  of  common ;  and,  as  to  Providence,  let 

us 
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us  firft  be  fure  we  deforve  its  protection. . 

[A  wife  without.]  Blefs  me  !  don't  I  hear  fome 
buftle  below  ? 

Itru.  Madam ! 

Har.  Hum !  my  father,  as  I  live!  I  fear,  Mr. 
Invoice,  you  are  difcovered. 

Inv.  No,  furely  ! 

Sir  Tbo.  [without.]  Have  you  fecured  all  the 
pofts  ? 

Serv.  [without]  All,  Sir. 

Sir  Tbo.  Both  the  front  and  the  rear  ? 

Serv.  Both. 

Har.   Loft,  paft  redemption  ! 

Sir  Tbo.  Then  advance  !  now  let  us  unhar- 
bour  the  rafcal ! 

Har.  What  can  we  do  ? 

SirTbo*  Come,  madam,  open  your  doors! 

Har.  The  balcony,  quick,  Mr.  Invoice,  the 
balcony ! 

Sir  Tbo.  Unlock,  Mrs.  Minx !  your  minion 
is  difcovered ! 

Inv.  A  couple  of  fellows  ftand  below,  with  their 
pieces  pointed  directly  againft  it» 

Sir  Tbo.  What,  then,  you  will  compel  us  to 
batter  ? 

Har.  The  whole  houfe  is  iurrounded !  how- 
can  you  efcape  ? 

Jftv.  Where  will  this  window  conduct  us  ? 


io  THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS. 

liar.  To  the  leads  that  join  our  houfe  to  the 
eliymift's. 

Inv.  To  the  leads  ?  it  is  but  a  ftep;  there  is 
no  danger. 

Har.  Then  inftantly  fly !  you  have  every 
thing  to  fear  from 'my  father. 

Sir  Tho.  John,  fetch  the  mattock  and  crow  ! 

Inv.  And  leave  my  Harriet  behind  me  ? 

Har.  Secure  yourlelf,  and  abandon  me  to  my 
fate. 

Inv.  No,  madam,  that  I  will  never  do ;  I'll 
dare  your  father's  utmoft  refentment. 

Sir  Tbo.  Where  is  that  rafcal  a-loitering? 

Har.  Then  you  are  loft ! 

JVv.  Would  myHarriet  accompany  my  flight— 

Har.  Can  you  defire  it  ? 

Inv.  I  do,  I  do  ;  my  deareft  angel,  I  do ! 
By  all  that's  facred,  your  honour  fnall  be  as  fe- 
cure  wi'th  me  as  in  the  cell  of  a  faint ! 

Har.  But  character,  decency,  prudence— 

Inv.  The  occafion,  the  danger,  all  juflify — 

Sir  Tbo?  Oh,  what,  you  are  come  at  laft. 

Inv.  Determine,  my  life!  You  have  but  a 
moment 

Har.  Should  you,  Mr.  Invoice,  deceive  me — • 

Inv.  When  I  do,  may  my  laft  hope  deceive 
me! 

.  It  is  a  bold,  a  dangerous  ftep  ! 
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Jnv.  Fear  nothing,  toy  love  ! 

[Advances  to  the  window  3  and  gets  out. 

Sir  ?bo.  Drive  at  the  pannel. 

Marg.  [without.]  I  enter  rny  proteft ! 

SirTho.  And  I  will  enter  the  room! 

Jnv.  Now  leap ;  all  is  fafe. 

[Harriet  gets  out  at  the  window, 
Sir  Thomas,  adieu ! 

Sir  I'bo.  Wrench  open  the  lock  ! 

Marg.  Ay,  do,  at  your  peril ! 

Sir  fbo.  Down  with  the  door  ! 

Marg.  Then  you  fhall  all  be  fwingeingly  fousM. 
Produce  your  authority ! 

Sirfho.  Mine. 

Marg.  You  have  none  j  not  fo  much  as  the 
fanftion  of  a  general  warrant. 

Sir  1'ho.  What,  then,  I  fee  I  muft  do  it  myfelf : 
There  it  goes !  Pretty  law  indeed,  to  lock  a  man 
out  of  his  own  houfe  ! 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  >  Margaret,  and  Servants. 

Now,  Mrs. — Heyday  !  what  are  become  of  the 
parties  ?  vaniihed  ? 

Marg.  Detciv'd  by  your  fpies  !  no  uncommon 
|:hing,  brother,  for  a  blundering  general. 

Sir  Tbo.  You  are  fure  you  faw  him  come  in  f 

Serv.  Certain,  Sir  Thomas. 

fir  Tho,  Then  I  warrant  we  wl  ferret  them 
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out.    Come,  lads  !   let  not  a  corner  efcape  you  1 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tho.  and  Servants. 

Marg.  I  mall  wait  on  your  motions,  and  bring 

up  the  rear.  [Mv/V. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Chymift*s. 
Tenter  Invoice  and  Harriet,  through  tbzja/h. 

Inv.  Safely  landed,  however. 

liar.  Are  you  fure  you  are  not  purfued  ? 

Inv.  Not  a  foul :  Never  fear  !  they  will  hardly 
venture  this  road. 

liar.  What  a  ftep  have  you  induced  me  to 
take  !  to  what  diftrefs  and  difficulties  have  I  ex- 
pofed  myfelf ! 

Baniih  your  fears,  and  let  us  look  forward, 
my  love. 

Har,  Nay,  I  have  gone  too  far  to  retreat. 
Well,  Sir,  what  is  next  to  be  done  ? 

Jnv.  The  Spaniards  are  naturally  generous ; 
perhaps,  upon  hearing  our  ftory,  the  owner  of 
the  houfc  niay  lend  his  affiftance,  This,  I  fup- 
pok-,  is  the  Laboratory,  and  this  door  leads  to  the 
iuop. 

Devil  [in  a  bottle].  Heigh-ho  ! 

liar.  Who  is  that? 

T//-J.  'I'hat  !  where  ? 

liar.  Did  not  you  hear  a  voice  ? 
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Inv.  None.  Fancy,  my  love  ;  only  your  fears, 

Devil.  Heigh-ho  ! 

Bar.  There  again  ! 

Inv.  I  hear  it  now. — Who  is  there  ? 

Devil.  Me. 

Inv.  Me  ?  he  fpeaks  Englifh  !  Who  and  where 
are  you  ? 

Devil.  Herein  this  bottle-,  where  I  have  been 
cork'd  up  for  thefe  fix  months. 

Inv.  Cork'd  up  in  a  bottle  !  I  never  heard  of 
fuch  a  thing  in  my  life,  unlefs,  indeed,  in  the  Hay- 
market  once. — Cork'd  up  in  a  bpttle,  d'ye  fay  ? 

Devil.  Ay ;  by  the  matter  of  this  houfe,  a 
magician. 

Inv.  A  magician  !  Why  then  you  are  a  fpirit, 
I  fuppofe. 

Devil.  You  are  right;  I  am  the  Devil. 

liar.  Mercy  on  us  ! 

Devil.  Don't  be  terrified,  Mifs :  You  remem- 
ber the  old  proverb, "  The  Devil  is  not  fo  black 
"  as  he  is  painted." 

Jnv.  Well,  but,  Sir 

Devil.  A  truce  to  your  queftions,  my  good  Sir, 
for  the  prefent ! — Confider,  ramm'd  up  in  this 
narrow  compafs,  I  can't  be  much  at  my  eafe  ; 
now  if  you  will  but  break  the  bottle  before  you 
on  the  floor 

Har.  For  heaven's   fake,   Mr.  Invoice,  take 

care  what  you  do  ! 

Devi!. 
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Devil.  Why,  my  pretty  Mifs,  what  rifque  do 
you  run  ?  your  affairs  can  hardly  be  changed 
for  the  worfe. 

Har.  That's  true,  indeed  ! 
Devil.  Believe  me,  Mifs,  as  matters  ftand,  we 
can  be  of  mutual  ufe  :  Your  lover  may  deliver  me 
from  priibn,  and  I  can  prevent  you  both  from  go- 
incr  into  confinement. 

°Inv.  What  fays  my  Harriet  ?  mall  I  rely  on 
the  gentleman's  word  ? 

Devil.  Do,  madam  !  I  am  a  Devil  of  honour. 
Befides,  you  have  but  a  little  time  to  confider ; 
in  Icfs  than  five  minutes,  you  will  have  the  Con- 
ful  and  all  his  crew  in  the  houfe. 

Jnv.  Nay,  then— Pray  which  is  the  bottle  ? 
Devil.  That  in  the  middle,  right  before  you. 
Jnv.  There  it  goes ! 

[He  breaks  the  bottle,  and  Devil  rifes  out 
of  it.     Thunder. 

Har.  Oh,  what  a • 

Devil.  I  am  not  furpriz'd,  Mifs,  that  you  are 
a  little  fhock'd  at  my  figure  f  I  could  have  affum'd 
a  much  more  agreeable  form  •,  but  as  we  are  to  be 
a  little  better  acquainted,  I  thought  it  beft  to 
quit  all  difguife  and  pretence  -,  therefore,  madarr^ 
you  fee  me  juft  as  I  am. 

.  Har.  I  am  Cure,  Sir,   you  are  ve— ve— very 
agreeable. 
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Devil.  Yo — yo — youarepleas'd  to  compliment, 
madam. — Come,  anlwer  me  fincerely ;  am  I  fuch 
a  being  as  you  expected  to  fee  ? 

Har.  Really,  Sir,  I  can  hardly  fay  what  I  ex- 
pected to  fee. 

Devil.  I  own  it  is  a  puzzling  queftion  •,  at  lead, 
if  the  world  does  us  juftice  in  the  contradictory 
qualities  they  are  pleas'd  to  afford  us. 

Inv.  You  will  forgive  me,  if  I  don't  underftand 
you. 

Devil.  Why,  for  all  their  fuperlative  epithets, 
you  cannot  but  fee  how  much  men  are  beholden 
to  us  •,  by  our  means  it  is  that  you  meafure  the 
extent  both  of  your  virtues  and  vices.  , 

Inv.  As  how  ? 

Devil.  As  thus  :  In  defcribing  your  friends, 
or  your  foes,  they  are  devilijh  rich,  devili/Ii  poor, 
devili/b  ugly,  devilijh  handlbme;  now  and  then, 
indeed,  to  vary  the  mode  of  converfing,  you  make 
a  little  free  with  our  condition  and  country,  as,, 
bellijh  dull,  damn'd  clever,  bellijh  cold  ;  Plha  t 
how  damnd  hot  it  is ! 

Inv.  True,  Sir;  but  I  confiderthis  as  a  rhetori- 
cal figure,  a  manner  of  fpeaking  devis'd  and 
practis'd  by  dulnefs,  to  conceal  the  lack  of  ideas, 
and  the  want  of  expreffions. 

Devil.  Partly  that,  I  confefs  :  Not  but  there  ia 
forne  truth  in  the  cafe  j  for  at  different  times  we 

have 
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have  the  power,  and  doaffume  the  various  forms, 
you  aflign  us. 

Inv.  We  ?  I  obferve  you  always  make  ufe  of 
the  plural ;  is  that,  Sir,  by  way  of  diftin&ion, 
or,  is  your  family  pretty  large  and  extenfive  ? 

Devil.  Multitudinous  as  the  fands  on  the  beach, 
or  the  moats  in  a  fun-beam  :  How  the  deuce  elfe 
do  you  think  we  could  do  all  the  bufmefs  below  ? 
Why,  there's  fcarce  an  individual  amongft  you, 
at  leaft  of  any  rank  or  importance,  but  has  five 
or  fix  of  us  in  his  train. 

Inv.  Indeed  ! 

Devil.  A  little  before  I  got  rammed  in  that 
phial,  I  had  been  for  fome  time  on  very  hard 
duty  in  this  part  of  the  world. 

Inv.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Devil.  The  Daemon  of  Power  and  I  had  long 
laid  fiege  to  a  fubject,  the  man  a  grandee ;  I  was 
then  a  popular  fpirit,  and  wore  the  malk  of  a 
patriot ;  at  different  times,  we  pofiefifed  him  by 
turns  •,  but,  in  the  mid  it  of  a  violent  itrugglc 
(by  which  means  I  got  lame  on  this  leg,  and  ob- 
tained the  nick-name  of  the  Devil  Upon  Sticks), 
the  Daemon  of  Vanity,  a  low  under-itrapper 
amongft  us,  held  over  his  head  a  circle  of  gold, 
with  five  knobs  on  the  top,  and,  ivhc-iu !  flew 
away  with  our  prize  in  an  initant. 

Inv.  Under-ftrapper  !  what,  are  there  different 
ranks  and  orders  amongft  you  ? 
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Devil.  Without  doubt. 

Inv.  And,  pray,  Sir— I  hope,  no  offence; 

but  I  would  not  be  wanting  in  proper  refpeft 

are  you,  when  at  home,  of  condition  ?  or  how 
muft  I 

Devil  You  mean,  am  I  a  Devil  of  fafhiori, 
or  one  of  the  bafe  born  ? 
Inv.  I  do. 

Devil.  I  have  no  reafon  to  be  afham'd  of  my 
family. 

Inv.  I  don't  doubt  it.  You  will  forgive  me, 
if  I  make  a  miftake:  Perhaps,  my  lord  Lucifer. 

Devil.  Who? 

Inv.  Lord  Lucifer. 

Devil.  Lord  Lucifer  ?  how  little  you  know 
of  our  folks !  Lucifer  a  lord  !  Why,  that's  the 
meaneft  rafcal  amongft  us. 

Inv.  Indeed ! 

Devil  Oh,  a  paltry  mechanic  !  the  very 
genius  of  jobbing  !  a  mere  Bull  and  Bear 
booby ;  the  patron  of  lame  ducks,  brokers, 
and  fraudulent  bankrupts. 

Inv.  You  amaze  me  !  I  vow  I  always  thought 
him  a  principal  agent. 

Devil.  He  !  Not  at  all.  The  fellow,  indeed, 
gave  himfelf  fome  airs  of  importance,  upon 
following  the  camp,  and  having  the  Contraaors 
and  Commiflaries  under  his- care;  but  that  affair, 
you  know,  clofed  with  the  war. 

D  /w. 
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Inv.  What,  then,  arc  they  now  entirely  out 
of  his  hands  ? 

Devil.  Yes ;  qilite  out  of  his :  tie  only  fug- 
geft'cd  their  cent,  ptr  cent,  fqueezings,  and' 
prompted  the  various  modes  of  extortion  and 
rapine;  But,  in  his  "room,  they  have  fix  or 
feven  Daemons  a-picce,  to  dirccl  the  diffipation 
of  their  ill-gotten  wealth. 

Inv.  Indeed! 

Devil.  Poor  Lucifer,  it  is  all  over  with  him  ! 
if  it  were  not  for  the  fluctuation  of  India,  an 
orcafional  lottery,  or  a  contcllcd  election,  the 
Alley  would  be  empty,  and  Lilcifcr  have  as 
little  to  do  as  a  pickpocket  when  the  playhoufes 
arc  m'ut. 

•Inv.  Perhaps,  Sir,  then  your  name  may  he 
Belzebub  ? 

Devil.  He  ?  worfe  and  worfe  !  Not  a  (K-\  i! 
that  his  the  Ifcaft  reghrd  to  his  character  would 
chute  to  be  It  en  in  his  rvmpiiny  :  Befutes,  it 
is  the  moil  petulant,  wafpifh,  quarrc'libmc  cur — 
But  no  wonder ;  he  is  the  imp  of  chicane,  and 
protects  the  rotten  part  of  the  law. 

Inv.  Then  he,  at  leaft,  ha&  ttWploytnCrt* 
enou 

Devil.  Ye.?,  during  the  Term,  he  has  n  £ood 
deal  to  do  :  He  is  the  jlnrent  of  quibbles,  the 
guardian  of  pettifoggers,  bad  bail,  ahd  of  bailiffs ; 

the 
• 
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the  fupporter  of  alibi's,  the  fource  of  fham  pleas, 
the  maker  and  finder  of  flaws,  the  patron  of 
perjury,  and  a  fworn  foe  to  all  trials  by  jury ! 
Not  long  ago,  though,  my  gentleman  was  put  to 
his  fhifts. 

Inv.  How  was  that  ? 

Devil.  The  law  had  laid  hold  of  an  old  friend 
of  his,  for  being  too  pofitive  as  to  a  matter 
of  faa ;  evidence,  evafion,  protraaion,  pleas, 
every  art,  was  employed  to  acquit  him,  that  the 
mod  confummate  (kill  could  fuggeft  ;  but  all  to 
no  purpofe. 

Inv.  That  was  ftrange. 
Dwil.   Beyond  all  belief;    he   could   have 
hang'd  a  dozen  innocent  people,  with  half  the 
pains  that  this  paltry  perjury  gave  him. 
Inv.  How  came  that  about  ? 
Dtvil.  Why— J  don't  know-he  had  unfor- 
tunately to  do  with  an  obftinate  magiftrate,  who 
bears  a  mortal  hatred  to  rogues,   and  whofe 
fagacity  could  not  be  deceived.  But,  however, 
tho'  he  was  not  able  to  fave  his  friend  from  the 
ftiameof  conviction  (a  trifle,  which  he  indeed 
but  little  regarded),  yet  he  had  the  addrefs  to 
evade,   or  at  lead  defer,   the  time  of  his  pu- 
nifliment. 

Inv.  By  what  means  ? 
Devil,  By  findin    a  flaw. 
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Inv .  A  flaw  !  what's  a  flaw  ? 

Devil.  A  legal  loop-hole,  that  the  lawyers 
Jcave  open  for  a  rogue  now  and  then  to  creep 
through,  that  the  game  mayn't  be  wholly  de- 
ftroyed. 

Inv.  Provident  fportfmen !  Would  it  not 
be  too  much  trouble  to  favour  me  with  this 
particular  inftance  ? 

Devil.  Not  at  all.  Why,  Sir,  when  matters 
grew  defperate,  and  the  cafe  was  given  over 
for  loft,  little  Belzy  ftarts  up  in  the  form  of  an 
able  practitioner,  and  humbly  conceived,  -that 
his  client  could  not  be.  convicted  upon  that 
indiftment ;  forafmuch  as  therein  he  was  charg'd 
with  forfwearing  himfelf  x  o  w  ;  whereas  it 
clearly  appeared,  by  the  evidence,  that  he  had 
only  forfwbrn  hitnielf  THEN  :  If,  indeed,  he 
had  been  indifted  generally,  for  committing 
perjurynozy  AND  then,  proofs  might  be  produced 
of  any  perjury  he  may  have  committed ;  whereas, 
by  limiting  the  point  of  time  to  the  now,  no 
proofs  could  be  admitted  as  to  the  then  :  So 
that,  with  fubmiflion,  he  humbly  conceived, 
his  client  was  clearly  abfolved,  and  his  character 
as  fair  and  as  fpotlefs  as  a  babe  that's  juft  born, 
jmd  immaculate  as  a  meet  of  white  paper. 

Inv.  And  (he  objection  was  good  ? 

Devil  Fatal;  tUcre  was  no  getting  rid  of  the 
flaw. 
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Inv.  And  the  gentleman 

Devil  Walks  about  at  his  eafe ;  not  a  public 
place,  but  he  thrufts  his  perfon  full  in  your  face. 

Inv.  That  ought  not  to  be  ;  the  contempt  of 
the  Public,  that  necefTary  fupplement  to  the 
beft-digelted  body  of  laws,  fhould  in  thefe  cafes 
be  never  difpenfed  with. 

Devil.  In  days  of  yore,  when  the  world  was 
but  young,  that  method  had  merit,  and  the 
fenfe  of  fhame  was  a  kind  of  a  curb ;  but  knaves 
are  now  fo  numerous  and  wealthy,  they  can 
keep  one  another  in  countenance,  and  laugh 
at  the  reft  of  the  world. 

Inv.  There  may  be  fomething  in  that. — 
Well,  Sir,  I  have  twice  been  out  of  my  guefs; 
will  you  give  me  leave  to  hazard  a  third  ?  Per- 
haps you  are  Belphegor,  or  Uriel  ? 

Devil.  Neither.  They  too  are  but  diminutive 
devils:  The  firft  favours  the  petty,  pilfering 
frauds ;  he  may  be  traced  in  the  double  fcore 
and  foap'd  pot  of  the  publican,  the  allum  and 
chalk  of  the  baker,  in  the  fophifticated  mixtures 
of  the  brewers  of  wine  and  of  beer,  and  in  the 
falfe  meafures  and  weights  of  them  all. 

Inv.  And  Uriel  ? 

Devil.  He  is  the  Daemon  of  quacks  and  oi 
mountebanks ;  a  thriving  race  all  over  the 
world,  but  their  true  feat  of  empire  is  England : 

There 
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There,  a  fhort  fword,  a  tye,  and  a  noflrum,  a 
month's  advcrtifing,  -with  a  (hover  of  handbills, 
never  fail  of  creating  a  fortune,  But  of  this 
tribe  I  forefce  I  fhall  have  occafion.  to  fpeak 
hereafter. 

Jnv.  Well  but.  Sir 

Devil.  Come,  Sir,  .1  will  put  an  end  to  your 
pain  ;  for,  from  my  appearance,  it  is  impolGble 
you  fhould  ever  gut-is  at  my  ptrfon, — Now, 
Mil's,  what  think  you  of  Cupid. 

liar.  You  ?  you  Cupid  ?  you  the  gay  god 
of  love  ? 

Devil.  Yes;  me,  me,  Mifs  !— -  What,  I  fup- 
pofe  you  expected  the  quiver  at  my  back,  and 
the  bow  in  my  hand  ;  the  purple  pinions,  and 
JiHcted  forehead,  with  the  blooming  graces  of 
youth  and  of  beauty. 

Har.  Why,  I  can't  but  fay  the  poets  had 
taught  me  to  expect  charms 

Devil.  That  never  exifted  but  in  the  firfc  of 
their  fancy  ;  all  fidion  and  phrenzy  ! 

Inv.  Then,  perhaps.  Sir,  thefe  creative  gen- 
tlemen may  err  as  much  in  your  office,  as  it 
is  clear  they  have  miftaken  your  pc-rfon. 

Devil.  Why,  their  notions  of  me  are  but 
narrow.  It  is  true,  I  do  a  little  bufincfs  in  the 
amorous  way  ;  but  my  dealings  are  of  a  dif- 
ferent kind  to  thofe  they  defcribc. — My  pro- 
vince 
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vince  lies  in  forming  c6njan£uon$  abfurd  and 
prepofterous  :  It  is  I  that  couple  boys  and 
beldames,  gifl*  and  greybeards,  together;  and 
when  you  fee  a  man  of  faihion  lock'd  in  legitt- 
mate  wedlock  with  the  ftale  leavings  of  half  the 
fellows  in  town,  or  a  lady  of  fortune  letting 
out  for  Edinburgh  in  a  poft-chaife  with  bet 
footman,  you  may  always  fct  it  down  as  fome 
of  my  handywork.  But  this  i&  but  an  i neon- 
fiderable  branch  of  my  bufmefs. 

Ino.  Indeed  ? 

Devil.  The  feveral  arts  of,  the  drama,  dance- 
ing,  mufick,  and  painting,  owe  their  exiftence 
to  me :  I  am  the  father  of  fafhions,  the  inventor 
of  quints,  trente,  quarantc,  and  hazard;  the 
guardian  of  gamefters,  the  genius  of  gluttony, 
and  the  author,  prote6lor,  and  patron  of  liccn- 
tioufnefs,  lewdnefs,  and  luxury. 

Inv.  Your  department  is  large. 

Devil.  One  time  or  other  I  may  give  you  a 
more  minute  account  of  thefe  matters ;  at 
prefent  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lofe  :  Should 
my  tyrant  return,  I  muft  expect  to  be  again 
cork'd  up  in  a  bottle.  [Knocking."]  And  hark! 
it  is  the  conful  that  knocks  at  the  door ;  there- 
fore be  quick  !  howr  can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Inv.  You  are  no  ftranger.  Sir,  to  our  diftrefs: 
Here,  we  are  unprotected  and  friendlefs;  could 
your  art  convey  us  to  the  place  of  our  birth — 

Devil. 


24  THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS. 

Devil.  To  England  ? 

Inv.  If  you  pleafe. 

Devil.  Without  danger,  and  with  great  ex- 
pedition. Come  to  this  window,  and  lay  hold 
of  my  cloak. — I  have  often  refided  in  England: 
At  prefent,  indeed,  there  are  but  few  of  our 
family  there ;  -every  feventh  year,  we  have  a 
general  difpenfation  for  refidence;  for  at  that 
time  the  inhabitants  themfelves  can  play  the 
devil  without  our  aid  or  alMance.—  Off  we  go ! 
(tick  fall  to  your  hold !  [Thunder.  Exeunt. 


ACT 


w 
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ACT          II. 

A  Street  in  London. 
Enter  Devil,  Invoice,  and  Harriet. 

Devil. 

ELL,  my  good  friends,  I  hope  you  are 
not  difpleafed  with  your  journey  ? 

Inv.  We  had  no  time  to  be  tired. 

Har.  No  vehicle  was  ever  fo  eafy. 

Devil.  Then,  by  you  mortals  what  injuftice  is 
done  us,  when  every  crazy,  creek  ing,  jolting, 
jumbling  coach,  is  called  the  devil  of  a  carriage. 

Inv.  Very  true. 

Devil.  Oh,  amongft  you  we  are  horridly  ufed. — 
Well,  Sir,  you  now  fee  I  am  a  Devil  of  honour, 
and  have  punctually  obeyed  year  commands  : 
But  I  fha'n't  limit  my  gratitude  to  a  literal  com- 
pliance with  our  compact ;  is  there  any  thing  elfe 
for  your  fervice  ? 

Inv.  Were  I  not  afraid  to  trefpafs  too  much 
on  your  time 

Devil.  A  truce  to  your  compliments !   Tho* 

they  are  the  common  change  of  the  world,  we 

know  of  what  bafe  metal  the  coin  is  compofed, 

E  and 
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and  have  cried  down  the  currency  :  Speak  your 
wifhes  at  once. 

Inv.  England,  Sir,  is  our  country,  it  is  true  ; 
but  Mifs  Maxwell  being  born  abroad,  and  my 
leaving  it  young,  have  made  us  both  as  much 
ftrangers  to  its  manners  and  cuftoms,  as  if  you  hud 
fet  us  down  at  Ifpahan  or  Delhi :  Give  us,  then, 
fome  little  knowledge  of  the  people  with  whom 
we  are  to  live. 

Devil.  That  tafk,  young  gentleman,  is  too  much 
even  for  the  Devil  himfelf !  Where  liberty  reigns, 
and  property  is  pretty  equally  fpread,  indepen- 
dence and  pride  will  give  each  individual  a  pecu- 
liar and  leparate  character:  When  claflcd  in  prc- 
fefiions,  indeed,  they  then  wear  fome  fm^ular 
marks  that  diiVmguifh  them  from  the  reft  of  their 
race ;  thefe  it  may  be  r.eceflary  for  you  to  know. 

Inv.  You  will  highly  oblige  me. 

Devil.  And  at  the  fame  time  that  I  am  mewing 
you  perfons,  I  will  give  you  fome  littlt  light  into 
things.  Health  and  property  you  know  are  the  two 
important  objects  of  human  attention  :  You  mail 
firit  fee  their  (late  and  fituation  in  London. 

Inv.  You  mean  the  practice  of  phy  fick  and  law  ? 

Devil.  I  do.  And  as  to  the  firft,  you  will  find 
it,  in  fome  of  the  profeffors,  a  fcience,  noble,  falu- 
tary,  and  liberal ;  in  others,  a  trade,  as  mean  as 
it  is  mercenary  -,  a  contemptible  combination  of 

dunces 


THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS.   27 

dunces,  nurfes,  and  apothecaries :  But  you  have 
now  a  lucky  opportunity  of  knowing  more  in  an 
hour  of  the  great  improvements  in  this  branch  of 
civil  fociety,,  than,  by  any  other  means,  feven  years 
could  have  taught  you. 

Inv.  Explain,  if  you  pleafe. 

Devi!.  The  ipirit  of  Difcord  prevails  :  The 
republic  of  tied  periwigs,  like  the  Romans  of 
old,  have  turned  their  arms  from  the  reft  of  man- 
,kind,  to  draw  their  fliort  fwords  on  themfelves. 

Inv.  But  how  came  this  about  ? 

Devi!.  To  carry  on  the  metaphor,  you  muft 
know,  in  this  great  town,  there  are  two  corps  of 
thefe  troops,  equally  numerous,  and  equally  for- 
midable :  The  firft,  it  is  true,  are  difciplined,  artd 
fight  under  a  general,  whom  they  chriften  a  Pre»- 
fident:  The  frcond  contains  the  buffers,  and  pan- 
dours  of  phyfick  •,  they  rarely  attack  a  patient  to- 
gether ;  not  but  the  latter  lmgle--handed  can  do 
good  execution. 

Inv.  But  their  caufe  of  contention  ? 

Devil.  Pride.  The  light  troops  are  jealous  of 
fome  honours  the  others  poflefs  by  prefcription, 
and,  though  but  a  militia,  think  they  have  right 
to  an  equal  rank  with  the  regulars. 

Inv.  Why,  this  in  time  may  ruin  their  {late. 

Devil.  True  •,  but  that  we  muft  prevent ;  it  is 

our  intereft  to  make  up  this  .breach ;  Already  we 

E  2  feel 
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feel  the  fatal  efFe&s  of  their  feuds:  By  neglecting' 
their  patients,  the  weekly  bills  daily  decline,  and 
new  fubjedls  begin  to  grow  fcarce  in  our  realms. 

Inv.  This  does,  indeed,  claim  your  attention. 

Devil.  We  purpofe  to  call  in  the  aid  of  the 
law ;  bleeding  the  purfe  is  as  effectual  for  damp- 
ing the  fpirit,  as  opening  a  vein  for  lowering  the 
pulfe :  The  Daemon  of  Litigation  has  already 
poflefTed  the  Licentiates  ;  I  muft  infufe  the  fame 
pafllon  into  the  Prefident;  and  I  warrant  you,  in 
two  or  three  terms,  with  two  or  three  trials,  all 
fides  will  be  heartily  tired.  But,  a-propos  !  I  fee 
a  brace  of  apothecaries  coming  this  way  ;  they 
feem  deep  in  debate  :  Let  us  liften;  we  fhall  bed 
karn  from  them  the  prefent  poflure  of — Hum, 
hide ! — You  fnall  here  too  have  a  proof  what  a 
Proteus  I  am.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Julep  and  sfpozem,  with  a  letter. 

Julep.  I  tell  you,  Apozem,  you  are  but  young 
in  the  bufinefs,  and  don't  forefee  how  much  \vc 
fhall  be  all  hurt  in  the  end. 

Apozem.  Well,  but  what  can  be  done,  Mr. 
Julep  ?  Here  Dr.  Hellebore  writes  me  word, 
that  they  threaten  a  ficge,  and  are  provided  with 
fire-arms :  Would  you  have  them  furrender  the 
College  at  once  ? 

Julep.  Fire-arms  ?  If  they  are  mad  enough  not 

to 
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«* 
to  know  that  the  pen  is  the  doctor's  beft  piftol, 

why,  let  them  proceed  ! 

Apozem.  But  are  we  to  ftand  quietly  by,  and 
fee  the  very  feat  of  the  fcience  demolifhed  an^l 
torn  ? 

Julep.  And  with  what  arms  are  we  to  defend 
it  ?  where  are  our  cannon  ?  We  have  mortars 
indeed,  but  then  they  are  fit  to  hold  nothing  but 
peftles  ;  and,  as  to  our  fmall  arms,  of  what  ufe 
can  they  be  in  a  fiege  ?  they  are  made,  you  know, 
to  attack  only  the  rear. 

Apozem.  Come,  come,  Mr.  Julep,  you  make 
too  light  of  thefe  matters  :  To  have  the  lawful 
defcendants  from  Galen,  the  throne  of  Efculapius, 
overturned  by  a  parcel  of  Goths  ! 

Julep.  Peace,  Apozem,  or  treat  your  betters 
with  proper  refpecl !  What,  numfkull,  do  you 
think  all  phyficians  are  blockheads,  who  have 
not  warned  their  hands  in  the  Cam  or  the  Ifis  ? 

Apozem.  Well,  but  I  hope  you  will  allow  that 
a  univerfity-doclor 

Julep.  May,  for  aught  you  knqw,  be  a  dunce* 
Befides,  fool,  what  have  we  to  do  with  degrees  ? 
The  doctor  that  dofes  beft  is  the  beft  doctor  for 
us.  You  talk  of  the  College  ;  there  are  fome  of 
their  names,  I  am  fure,  that  I  never  defire  to  fee 
'on  my  file. 

Apozem.  Indeed ! 
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Julep.  Indeed  ?  no,  indeed.  Why,  there's  Dr. 
Diet,  that  makes  fuch  a  duft :  He  had  a  perfon  of 
fafhion,  a  patient  of  mine,  under  his  care  t'other 
day ;  as  fine  a  flow  fever  !  I  was  in  hopes  of  half 
making  my  fortune 

Apczem.  Yes ;  I  love  a  (low  fever.  Was  it 
nervous  ? 

Julep.  Ay ;  with  a  lovely  dejection  of  fpirits. 

Apozem.  That  was  delightful,  indeed  !  I  look 
upon  the  nerves  and  the  bile  to  be  the  two  beft 
friends  we  have  to  our  back. — Well,  pray,  and 
how  did  it  anfwer  ? 

Julep.  Not  at  all ;  the  fcoundrel  let  him  flip 
•through  my  hands  for  a  fong  j  only  a  paltry  fix 
pounds  and  a  crown. 

Apczem.  Shameful ! 

Julep.  Infamous  !  and  yet,  forfooth,  he  \vas 
one  of  your  College.  Well,  now  to  mew  you 
the  difference  in  men  •,  but  the  very  week  after, 
Dr.  Linftus,  from  Leyden,  run  me  up  a  bill  of 
thirty  odd  pounds,  for  only  attending  Alderman 
Soakpot  fix  days  in  a  furtc-it. 

Apozem.  Ay,  that  was  doing  of  bufinefs. 

Julep.  Ah  !  that's  a  fweet  pretty  practitioner, 
Apozem :  We  muft  all  do  our  utmcft  to  pufh  him-. 

dpozrm.  Without  doubt.  But,  notwithftand- 
ing  all  that  you  fay,  Mr.  JuL-p,  there  are  fome  of 
the  gentlemen  of  the  College,  that  I  know 
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Julep.  Ah  !  as  fine  fellows  as  ever  fingered  a 
pulfe ;  not  one  of  the  trade  will  deny  it. 

Apozem.  But,  amongft  all  now,  old  NatNight- 
fliade  is  the  man  for  my  money. 

Julep.  Yes  ;  Nat,  Nat  has  merit,  I  own  j  but, 
pox  take  him  !  he  is  fo  devilifh  quick  :  To  be 
fure,  he  has  a  very  pretty  fluent  pen  whilft  it 
lads  -,  but  then  he  makes  fuck  difpatch,  that  one 
has  hardly  time  to  fend  in  two  dozen  of  draughts. 

Apozem.  Yes  j-  the  doctor  drives  on,  to  be  fure. 

Julep.  Drives  on  !  If  I  am  at  all  free  in  the 
houfe  when  old  Nightfhade  is  fcnt.  for,  as  a  pre- 
paratory dofe  I  always  recommend  an  attorney. 

Apozem.  An  attorney  ?  for  what  ? 

Julep.  To  make  the  patient's  will,  before  he 
fwallovvs  the  doctor's  prefcnption. 

Apozem.  That  is  prudent. 

Julep.  Yes  ;  I  generally  afterwards  get  the 
thanks  of  the  family. 

Apozem.  What,  Mr.  Julep,  for  the  attorney,  or 
the  phyfician  ?  ha,  ha  ! 

Julep.  Ha,  ha  !  you  are  arch,  little  Apozem  ; 
quite  a  wag,  I  profefs. 

Apozem.  Why,  you  know,  brother  Julep,  thefe 
are  iubjecls  upon  which  one  can  hardly  be  ferious. 

Julep.  True,  true ;  but  then  you  mould  never 
laugh  loud  in  the  ftree-t :  We  may  indulge,  indeed, 
a  kind  of  fimpering  fmile  to  our  patients,  as  we 

drive 
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drive  by  in  our  chariots ;  but  then  there  is  a 
decency,  not  to  fay  dignity,  that  becomes  the 
publick  demeanour  of  us,  who  belong  to  the 
faculty. 

dpozem.  True.  And  yet  there  are  times  when 
one  can  hardly  forbear  :  Why,  t'other  day  now 
I  had  like  to  have  burft  :  I  was  following  a  fune- 
ral into  St.  George's — a  fweet  pretty  burying  i 
velvet  pall,  hatband  and  gloves ;  and,  indeed, 
the  widow  was  quite  handfome  in  all  things  ;  paid 
my  bill  the  next  week,  without  fconcing  off  fix- 
pence,  though  they  were  thought  to  have  lived  hap- 
pily together — but,  as  I  was  a-faying,  as  we  were 
entering  the  church,  who  fliould  ftand  in  the  porch 
but  Kit  Cabbage  the  taylor,  with  a  new  pair  of 
breeches  under  his  arm  :  The  fly  rogue  made  me 
a  bow,  "  Servant,  matter  Apozem  !"  fays  he; 
"  what,  you  are  carrying  home  your  work  too, 
"  I  fee."  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  dog  ? 

Julep,  Ay,  ay ;  let  them,  let  them — But,  is  not 
that  Dr.  Squib  that  is  crofling  the  way  ? 

Slpozcm.  Yes  ;  you  may  fee  it  is  Squib,  by  his 
fhuffle.  What,  I  fuppofe  now  he  is  fcouring 
away  for  the  College. 

Julep.  Who  ?  Squib  ?  how  little  you  know  of 
him  !  he  did  not  care  if  all  our  tribe  was 'tipped 
into  the  Thames. 

sfpezem.  No  ! 

Julep. 
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Julep.  No  ?  Lord  help  you  !  he  is  too  much 
taken  up  with  the  national  illnefs,  to  attend  to 
particular  ails  :  Why,  he  would  quit  the  beft 
patient  in  town,  to  hunt  after  a  political  fecret ; 
and  would  rather  have  a  whifper  from  a  great 
man  in  the  Court  of  Requefls,  than  five  hundred 
pounds  for  attending  him  in  a  chronical  cafe. 

A-pozem.  Wonderful !—  Who  can  thatdirty  boy 
be  that  he  has  in  his  hand  ? 

Julep.  One  of  his  fcouts,  I  fuppofe  —We 
ftiall  fee. 

Re-enter  Devil,  as  Dr.  Squib,  and  Printer's  Devil. 
Squib.  And  you  are  fure  this  was  worked  off 
one  of  the  firft  ? 

Boy.  Not  a  fmgle  one,  Sir,  has  been  fent  out 
as  yet. 

Squib.  That  is  daintily  done,  my  dear  devil ! 
Here,  child,  here's  fixpence.  When  your  mafter 
gives  you  the  reft,  you  need  not  be  in  hafte  to  de- 
liver them,  but  ftep  into  the  firft  publick-houfe 
to  refrefh  you. 

Boy.  I  (hall,  Sir. 

Squib.  By  that  means,  I  /hall  be  earlieft  to  treat 
two  or  three  great  men  that  I  know  with  the  fight. 

Boy.  No  further  commands,  Sir  ? 

Squib.  None,  child^-Bur,  d'ye  hear?  if  you 
can  at  any  time  get  me  the  rough  reading  of 

any 
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any  tart  political  manufcript,  before  it  goes  to 
the  prefs,  you  ftja'n't  be  a  lofer. 

Bey.  I  (hall  try,  Sir. 

Squib.  That's  well  !  Mind  your  bufinefs,  and 
go  on  but  as  you  begin,  and  1  forcfee  your  fortune 
is  made  :  Come,  who  knows  but  in  a  little  time, 
if  you  are  a  good  boy,  you  may  get  your  felt" 
committed  to  Newgate. 

Boy.  Ah,  Sir,  I  am  afraid  I  am  too  you-ng. 

Squib.  Not  at  ail  :  I  have  feen  lads  in  limbo 
much  younger  than  you.  Come,  don't  be  faint- 
hearted •,  there  has  many  a  printer  been  railed  to 
the  pillory  from  as  (lender  beginnings. 

Boy.  That's  great  comfort,  however.  Well,  Sir, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour.  [Exit. 

Squib.  Do,  do  ! — What,  Apozem  !  Julep  ! 
well  encountered,  my  lads  !  You  are  a  couple 
of  lucky  rogues  \  Here,  here's  a  treat  for  a 
prince ;  fuch  a  print,  boys  !  juft  frefli  from  the 
plate :  Feel  it;  fo  wet  you  may  wring  it. 

Julep.  And  pray,  good  doctor,  what  is  the 
fubject  ? 

Squib.  Subject  ?  Gad  take  me,  a  trimmer  ! 
this  will  make  fome  folks  that  we  know  look 
about  them  :  Hey,  Julep,  don't  you  think  thrs 
will  fting  ? 

Julep.  I  profefs  I  don't  underftand  it. 

Squib.  No  ?  Why,  zounds,  it  is  as  plain  as  a 

pikeftaft'j 
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pi'keftaff;  in  your  own  way  too,  you  blockhead  ! 
Can't  you  fee  ?  Read,  read  the  title,  you  rogue  ! 
But,  perhaps  you  can't  without  fpectacles.  Let 
me  fee  j  ay,  "  The  State-Quacks ;  or,  Britannia 
"  a-dying  :"  You  take  it  ? 

Julep.  Very  well. 

Squib.  There  you  fee  her  ftretched  along  on  a 
pallet ;  you  may  know  me  is  Britannia,  by  the 
fhield  and  fpear  at  the  head  of  her  bed. 

Abvz&m.  Very  plain  •  for  all  the  world  like 
the  wrong  fide  of  a  halfpenny  ! 

Squib.  Well  faid,  little  Apozem !  you  have 
difcernment,  I  fee.  Her  difeafe  is  a  lethargy  ; 
you  fee  how  lick  Hie  is,  by  holding  her  hand  to 
her  head  -,  don't  you  fee  that  ? 

Julep.  I  do,  I  do, 

Squib.  Well  then,  look  at  that  figure  there  upon 
her  left-hand. 

Julep.  Which  ? 

Squib.  Why,  he  that  holds  a  draught  to  her 
mouth, 

Julsp.  What,  the  man  with  the  phial  ? 

Squib.  Ay,  he  !  he  with  the  phial :  That  is 
fuppofed  to  be — [whifpers.']  offering  her  lauda- 
num, to  lull  her  fader  afleep. 

Julep.  Laudanum  !  a  noble  medicine  when 
adminiftered  properly  :  I  remember  once,  in  a 

locked  jaw- 

F  2 
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Squib.  Damn  your  lock'd  jaw  !  hold  your  prat- 
ing, you  puppy  !  I  wifti  your  jaws  were  lock'd  ! 
Pox  take  him,  I  have  forgot  what  I  was  going 
to  !  Apozem,  where  did  I  leave  off? 

^pozem.  You  left  off  at  fafter  afleep. 

Squib.  True ;  I  was  fafter  afleep.  Well  then  ; 
you  fee  that  thin  figure  there,  with  the  meagre 
chaps  -,  he  with  the  ftraw  in  his  hand. 

Apozem.  Very  plain. 

Squib.  He  is  fuppofed  to  be [wbijfers] 

You  take  me  ? 
•:dep.  Ay,  ay. 

Squib.  Who  rouzes  Britannia,  by  tickling  her 
nole  with  that  ftraw-,  me  ftarts,  and  with  a  jerk — 
[ftarting,  ftrikes  Julep. .]  I  beg  jardon!— and 
with  a  jerk  knocks  the  bottle  of  laudanum  out 
of  his  hand  ;  and  fo,  by  that  there  means,  you 
fee,  Britannia  is  delivered  from  death. 

Julep.  Ay,  ay. 

Squib.  Hey!  you  fwallow  the  fat  ire  ?  Pretty 
bitter,  I  think  ? 

Julep.  I  can't  fay  that  I  quite  underftand — that 
is — a — a — 

Squb.  Not  underftand  ?  then  what  a  fool  am 
I  to  throw  away  my  time  on  a  dunce !  I  (hall 
mifs  too  the  reading  a  new  pamphlet  in  Red- 
Lion-Square  j  and  at  fix  I  muft  be  at  Serjeant's- 
Inn,  to  juftify  bail_for  a  couple  of  journeyman 
printers. 

Apcxcm. 


THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS.   37 

Apozem.  But,  Dr.  Squib,  you  feem  to  have 
forgot  the  cafe  of  the  College,  your  brethren. 

Squib.  I  have  no  time  to  attend  their  trifling 
fquabbles :  The  nation,  the  nation,  Mr.  Apozem, 
^ngroffes  my  care.  The  College  !  could  they  but 
get  me  a  ftiptic  to  Hop  the  bleeding  wounds  of 
my — it  is  there,  there,  thac  I  feel  !  Oh,  Julep, 
Apozem, 

Could  they  but  caft  the  water  of  this  land, 
Purge  her  grofs  humours,  purify  her  blood, 
And  give  her  back  her  priftine  health  again, 
I  would  applaud  them  to  the  very  echo 
That  fhould  applaud  again  ! 

Julep.  Indeed,  Dr.  Squib,  that  I  believe  is 
out  of  the  way  of  the  College. 

Squib.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs  then  !  I'll  have 

none  oft. 

But  tell  me,  Apozem,  inform  me,  Julep, 
What  fenna,  rhubarb,  or  what  purgative  drug, 
Can  fcour  thefe hence  ? 

You  underftand  me,  lads ! 

Julep.  In  good  truth,  not  I,  Sir. 

Squib.  No!  then  fo  much  the  better!  I  war- 
rant little  Pozy  does. — Well,  adieu,  my  brave 
boys  !  for  I  have  not  an  inftant  to  lofe.  Not  under- 
ftand me,  hey  ?  Apozem,  you  do,  you  rogue  ? — 
What  fenna,  rhubarb, or — hey — can  fcour  thefe  Sc— 
Egad,  I  had  like  to  have  gone  too  far ! — Well, 
bye,  bye  !  [Exit  Squib. 

Julep.  Why,  the  poor  man  feems  outof  hisfenfes. 
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dpczan.  When  he  talked  of  throwing  phyfic 
to  the  dogs,  I  confcls  I  began  to  fufpeft  him.  But 
we  mall  be  late ;  we  muft  attend  our  fummons, 
you  know. 

Julep.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs!  I  can  tell 
thee,  Apozem,  if  he  does  not  get  cured  of  thefe 
fancies  and  freaks,  he  is  more  likely  to  go  to  the 
kennel  by  half.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs  !  an 
impertinent  ignorant  puppy  \  [Exeunt. 

Re-tnter  Devil,  Invoice>  and  Harriet. 

Devil.  Well,  I  think  chance  has  thrown  a  pretty 
good  fample  into  your  way.  Now,  if  I  could 
but  get  one  to  conduct  you — But  ftay  !  who  have 
we  here  ? 

Enter  L*ft,  with  a  pair  ofjhoes. 

La/I.  Pray,  good  gentleman,  can  you  tell  a 
body  which  is  the  ready  road  to  find  Warwick- 
lane  ? 

D&vil.  Warwick-lane,  friend  ?  and  prithee 
what  can  thy  errand  be  there  ? 

Laft.  I  am  going  there  to  take  out  a  licence 
to  make  me  a  doctor,  an  like  your  worfiiip. 

Devil.  Where  do  you  live  ? 

Laft.  A  little  way  off,  in  the  country. 

Devil.  Your  name,  honeft  friend,  and  your 
bufmefs  ? 

Loft.  My  name,  mailer,  is  Laft  j  by  trade  I 

am 
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am  a  doctor,  and  by  profeflion  a  maker  of  fhoes : 
I  was  born  to  the  one,  and  bred  up  to  the  other. 

Devil.  Born  ?  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Loft.  Why,  I  am  a  feventh  fon,  and  fo  were* 
my  father. 

Devil.  Oh !  a  very  clear  title.  And  pray, 
now,  in  what  branch  does  your  (kill  chiefly  lie  ? 

Loft.  By  cafting  a  water,  I  cures  the  jaun- 
darfe  -,  I  taps  folks  for  a  tenpenny  ;  and  have  a 
choice  charm  for  the  agar  ;  and,  over  and  above 
that,  mafter,  I  bleeds. 

Devil.  Bleeds  ?  and  are  your  neighbours  fo 
bold  as  to  truft  you  ? 

La/}.  Truft  me  ?  ay,  mafter,  that  they  will, 
fooner  than  narra  a  man  in  the  country.  May- 
hap you  may  know  Dr.  Tyth'em  our  rector  at 
home. 

Devil.  I  can't  fay  that  I  do. 

Loft.  He's  the  flower  of  a  man  in  the  pulpit. 
Why,  t'other  day,  you  muft  know,  takinga  turn  in 
his  garden,  and  thinking  of  nothing  at  all,  down 
falls  the  doctor  flat  in  a  fit  of  perplexity  ;  Ma- 
dam Tyth'em,  believing  her  hufband  was  dead, 
direct ly  fent  the  fexton  for  I. 

Devil.  An  affectionate  wife ! 

Laft.  Yes ;  they  are  a  main  happy  conplo. 
Sure  as  a  gun,  mafter,  when  I  corned,  his  face 
was  as  black  as  his  caflbck  :  But,  howfomdever, 

I  took 
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I  took  out  my  launcelot,  and  forthwith  opened  a 
large  artifice  here  in  one  of  the  juglers :  The 
doctor  bled  like  a  pig. 

Devil.  I  dare  fay. 

Loft.  But  it  did  the  bufmefs,  howfomdever ; 
I  compafTed  the  job. 

Devil.  What,  he  recovered  ? 

Loft.  Recovered  ?  Lord  help  you  !  why,  but 
laft  Sunday  was  fe'nnight — to  be  fure,  the  doctor 
is  given  to  weeze  a  little,  becaufe  why,  he  is 
main  opulent,  and  apt  to  be  tificky — but  lie 
compofed  as  fvveet  a  difcourfe — I  flept  from  be- 
ginning to  end. 

Devil.  That  was  compofing,  indeed. 

Laft.  Ay,  warn't  ir,  mailer,  for  a  man  that 
is  ftrucken  in  years  ? 

Devil.  Oh,  a  wonderful  effort ! 

Laft.  Well,  like  your  worfliip,  and,  befides  all 
this  I  have  been  telling  you,  I  have  a  pretty 
tight  hand  at  a  tooth. 

Devil.  Indeed! 

Laft.  Ay ;  and  I'll  fay  a  bold  word,  that,  in 
drawing  a  thoufand,  I  never  ftumpt  a  man  in 
my  life  :  Now  let  your  Rafperini's,  and  all  your 
foreign  mounfeers,  with  their  fine  dainty  freeches, 
lay  the  like  if  they  can. 

Devil.  I  defy  them. 

Laft.  So  you  may.  Then,  about  a  dozen 

years 
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years  ago,  before  thefe  here  Suttons  made  fuch  a 
noife,  I  had  fome  thoughts  of  occupying  for  the 
final  1-pox. 

Devil.  Ay  -,  that  would  have  wound  up  your 
bottom  at  once.  And>  why  did  not  you  ? 

Loft.  Why,  I  don't  know,  mafter ;  the  neigh- 
bours were  frightful,  and  would  not  confent ; 
otherwife,  by  this  time,'tis  my  belief,  men,  women, 
and  children,  I  might  have  occupied  twenty  thou* 
fand  at  leail. 

Devil.  Upon  my  wo'rd ! — But,  you  fay  a  dozen 
years,  mafter  Laft  :  As  you  have  practifed  phy- 
fie  without  permiffion  fo  long,  what  makes  you 
now  think  of  getting  a  licence  ? 

La/},  Why,  it  is  all  along  with  one  Lotion,  a 
pottercarrier,  that  lives  in  a  little  town  hard  by 
we-,  he  is  grown  old  and  lafcivious,  I  think^  and 
threatens  to  prefent  me  at  fize,  if  fo  be  I  pra&ize 
any  longer. 

Devil.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  run  away  with 
the  bufmefs  ? 

Laft.  Right,  mafter  j  you  have  guefled  the 
matter  at  once.  So  I  was  telling  my  tale  to 
Sawney  M'Gregor,  who  comes  now  and  then 
to  our  town  with  his  pack  ;  God,  he  advifed  me 
to  -get  made  a  dodor  at  once,  and  fend  for  a 
diplummy  from  Scotland. 

ZkvvV.  Why,that  was  the  right  road,  mafter  Lad. 
G  Left. 
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7>/.  True.  Bur  my  matter  Tyih'em  tells  me* 
that  I  can  get  it  done  for  pretty  near  tlic  lame 
price  here  in  London  ;  fo,  I  had  rather,  d'ye  lee, 
lay  out  my  money  at  home,  than  tranfport  it  to 
foreign  parts,  as  we  fay;  becaufe  why,  mailer,  I 
thinks  there  has  too  much  already  gone  that  road. 

DcviL  Spoke  like  an  Englilhman  ! 

Loft.  I  have  a  pair  of  fhoes  here?,  to  carry  home 
to  farmer  Fallow's  fon,  that  lives  with  matter 
Grogram  the  mercer  hard  by  here  inCheapfidej 
fo  I  thought  I  might  as  well  do  both  bufinciTcs 
under  one. 

Devil.  True.  Your  way,  matter  Laft,  lies  bc^ 
fore  you  •,  the  fecond  ftreet,  you  mutt  turn  to  the 
left  v  then  enter  the  firft  great  gates  that  you  fee. 

Laj9.  And  who  mutt  I  aks  for  r 

Devil.  Oh,  pull  out  your  purfe ;  you  will  find 
that  hint  fufficient :  It  is  a  part  of  the  world 
where  a  fee  is  never  refufed. 

Laft.  Thank  you,  matter  !  You  are  main  kind  ; 
rery civil  indeed!  [Going, returns."]  I  wiih, matter, 
you  had  now  either  the.agar  or  jaundarle;  I  would 
let  you  right  in  a  nice. 

Devil.  Thank  you,  matter  Laftj  but  I  am  as 
well  as  I  am. 

Laft.  Or,  if  fo  be  you  likes  to  open  a  veinj  or 
would  have  a  tooth  or  two  knocked  out  of  your 
head,  I'll  do  it  for  nothing. 

Devil. 
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Devil.  Not  at  prcfent,  I  thank  you  !  when  I 
want,  I'll  call  at  your  houfe  in  the  country. 

[Exit  La/I. 
Well,  my  young  couple,  and  what  fay  you  now  ? 

Inv.  Say,  Sir  ?  that  I  am  more  afraid  of  being 
pick,  than  ever  I  was  in  my  life. 

Devil.  Pho !  you  know  nothing  as  yet.  But, 
my  time  draws  nigh  for  pofleffing  the  Prefident : 
If  I  could  but  get  fome  intelligent  perfon,  to 
conduct  you  to  the  place  where  the  Licentiates 
affemble — There  feems  a  fober,  fcdate-looking 
lad ;  perhaps  he  may  anfwer  our  purpofe.  Hark'ee^ 
young  man  ! 

Enter  Johnny  Macpherfon. 

Macp.  What's  your  wul,  Sir  ?  would  yoij 
fpear  aught  wi  me  ? 

Devil.  Though  I  think  I  cari'give  a  good  guefs, 
pray  from  what  part  of  the  world  may  you  come  ? 

Macp.  My  name  is  Johnny  Macpherfon,  ancj 
I  came  out  of  the  North. 

Devil.  Are  yiDU  in  bufinefs  at  prefent  ? 

Macp.  I  conna  fay  that,  Sir,  nor  that  I  am  in- 
teerely  dailitute  neither  -9  but  I  fal  be  unco  glad 
to  get  a  mair  folid  eftaablifhment. 

Devil.  Have  you  been  long  in-  this  town  ? 

Macp.  Aboot  a  month  awa,  Sir :  I  launded 

fra  Leith,  in  the  gude  mip  the  Traquair,  Davy 

G  2,  Donaldfon 
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Donaldfon  maifter,  and  am  lodged  wi  Sawney 
Sinclair,  at  the  fign  o'  the  Ceety  of  Glalcow,  not 
far  fra  the  Monument. 

Devil.  But  you  are  in  employment  ? 

Macp.  Ay,  for  ibme  paart  of  the  day. 

Devil.  And  to  what  may  your  profits  amount  ? 

Macp.  Ah  !  for  the  mater  of  that,  it  is  a  praty 
fmart  little  income. 

Devil.  Is  it  a  fccret  how  much  ? 

Macp.  Not  at  aw  :  I  get  three-pence  an  hour 
for  laming  Latin  to  a  phyfician  in  the  ccety. 

Devil.  The  very  man  that  we  want.— Latin  ! 
and,  what,  are  you  capable  ? 

"Mc.cp.  Cappable  !  Hut  awa,  mon  !  Ken  ye, 
that  I  was  heed  of  the  humanity-clafs  for  mair 
than  a  twalvemonth  ?  and  was  offered  the  chair 
of  the  gramatical  profefibrfhip  in  the  College, 
\vhich  amunts  to  a  mater  of  fux  pounds  Britiih 
a -year. 

Devil.  That's  more  than  I  knew.  Can  you 
$uefs,  Sir,  where  your  fcholar  is  now  ? 

Macp.  It  is  na  long,  Sir,  that  I  laft  him  con- 
ning his  A3  in  pr^Jenti ;  after  which,  he  talked 
of  ganging  to  meet  fome  freends  o'  the  faculty, 
aboot  a  fort  of  a  fquabole,  that  he  fays  is  fprang 
up  among  them  ;  he  wanted  me  to  g-'.ng  along 
wi  him,  as  I  had  gi'n  myfel  to  ftudy  madicine  a 
little,  before  I  quitted  the  North. 

DroiL 
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Devil.  Do  you  know  the  publick-houfe  where 
they  meet  ? 

Macp.  Yes,  yes ;  unco  weel,  Sir  •,  it  is  at  the 
tavern  the  South  fide  of  Paul's  Kirk. 

Devil.  Will  you  take  the  trouble  to  conduct  this 
young  couple  thither  ?  they  will  amply  reward 
you. —  You  and  your  partner  will  follow  this 
lad.  Fear  nothing!  by  my  art, you  are  invifible 
to  all  but  thofe  that  you  defire  mould  fee  you. 
At  the  College  we  mail  rejoin  one  another  ;  for 
thither  the  Licentiates  will  lead  you. 

Inv.  But  how  mail  we  be  able  to  diftinguim 
you  from  the  reft  of  the  Fellows  ? 

Devil.  By  my  large  wig,  and  fuperior  impor-; 
tance;  in  a  word,  you  muft  look  for  me  in  the 
PRESIDENT. 

Inv.  Adieu  J 


ACT 
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ACT        III.     , 
Scene  a  Street. 


pingcrfee,    SligCj    OJafafras,    Broadbrim,     ctber 
Dolors,  and  Macplerfon,  difcovered. 

Fingerfee. 

NO  ;  I  can't  help  thinking  this  was  by  much 
the  be(t  method.  If,  indeed,  they  rtfulc 
us  an  amicable  entrance,  we  are  then  juititicd  in 
the  ufe  of  corrofives. 

Siigo.  I  tell  you,  Dr.  Fingerfee  —  I  am  forry, 
d'ye  fee,  to  differ  from  fo  old  a  practitioner  -, 
but  I  don't  like  your  prefcription  at  all,  at  all  : 
For  what  fignifies  a  palliative  regiment,  with  fuch 
a  rotten  conftitution  ?  May  I  never  finger  a  pulfe 
as  long  as  I  live,  if  you  get  their  voluntary  con- 
lent  to  go  in,  unlefs  indeed  it  be  by  compulfion. 

OfaJ.  I  entirely  coincide  with  my  very  capa- 
ble countryman  Dr.  Sligo,  d'ye  fee  j  and  do 
give  my  advice,  in  this  confutation,  for  putting 
the  whole  College  under  a  courfe  of  fteel,  without 
further  delay. 

67?>ff,  I  am  much  obligated  to  you  for  your 

kind 
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kind   compliment,    doctor.      But,    pray,   what 
may  your  name  be  ? 

Ofaf.  Dr.  Ofafafras,  at  your  humble  fervice. 

Sligo.  I  am  your  very  obadient  alfho !  I  have 
hard  tell  of  your  name.  But  what  did  you 
mane  by  my  countryman  ?  Pray,  doctor,  of  vvhac 
nation  are  you  ? 

Ofaf.  Sir;  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  native 
of  Ireland. 

Sligo.  Ofafafras  ?  that's  a  name  of  no  note; 
he  is  not  a  Milefian,  I  am  fure.  The  family,  I 
fuppofe,  came  over  t'other  day  wi:h  StrongboWj 
not  above  feven  or  eight  hundred  years  ago ; 
or  perhaps  a  defcendant  from  one  of  Oliver's 
drummers. — Ton  my  confcience,  doctor,  I 
fhould  hardly  belave  you  were  Irifh. 

Ofaf.  What,  Sir,  d'ye  doubt  my  veracity  ? 

Sligo -.  Not  at  all,  my  dear  doctor  i  it  is  not 
for  that:  But,  between  me  and  yourfclf,  you 
have  lived  a  long  time  in  this  town. 

Ofaf.  Like  enough. 

Sligo.  Ay  •,  and  was  here  a  great  while  before 
ever  I  faw  it. 

Ofaf.   What  of  that  ? 

Sligo.  Very  well,  my  dear  doctor:  Then, 
putting  that  and  t'other  together,  my  notion  of 
the  upfhot  is,  that  if  fo  be  you  are  a  native  of 
Ireland,  upon  my  confcience,  you  mud  have 
been  born  there  very  young; 

Ofaf. 


48  THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS. 

Ofaf.  Young  ?  ay,  to  be  fure :  Why,  my 
foul,  I  was  chriflened  the/e* 

Sligo.  Ay  ! 

Ofaf.  Ay,  was  I,  in  the  county  of  Meath. 

Sligo.  Oh,  that  alters  the  property ;  that  makes 
it  as  clear  as  Fleet-Ditch.  I  fhould  be  glad, 
countryman,  of  your  nearer  acquaintance.-— 
But  what  lictle  flim  doctor  is  that,  in  his  own 
head  of  hair  ?  I  don'c  recoiled  to  have  feen  his 
features  before. 

Ofaf.  Nor  I,  to  my  knowledge. 

Sligo.  Perhaps  he  may  be  able  to  tell  me,  if  i 
aks  him  himfclf. — I  am  proud  to  fee  you,  doctor, 
on  this  occafion  ;  becaafe  why,  it  becomes  every 
jontleman  that  is  of  the  faculty — that  is,  that 
is  not  of  their  faculty  ;  you  underftand  me — to 
look  about  him  and  ftir. 

Maty.  Oh,  by  my  troth,  you  are  right,  Sir: 
The  leemiting  of  phyfic  aw  to  ain  hoole,  caw  it 
a  College,  or  by  what  denomination  you  wul,  it 
is  at  belt  but  eftaablifhing  a  fort  of  monopoly. 

Sligo.  Ton  my  confciencc,  that  is  a  fine  obfer- 
vation.  By  the  twill:  of  your  tongue,  doctor, 
(no  offence)  I  fhould  be  apt  to  guefs  that  you 
might  be  a  foreigner  born. 

Matp.  Sirr! 

Sligo.  From  Ruflia,   perhaps,  or  Mufcovy  ? 

Macp.  Hutawa,  mon  !  not  at  aw  :  Zounds,  I 
am  a  Brceton. 
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Sligo.  Then,  I  fhould  fuppofe,  doclpr,  pretty 
far  to  the  northward. 

Macp.  Ay ;    you  are  right,  Sir. 

Sligo.  And  pray,  doctor,  what  particular 
branch  of  our  bufinefs  may  have  taken  up  the 
moft  of  your  time  ? 

Macp.  Botany, 

Sligo.  Botany  !  in  what  college  ? 

Macp.  The  univerfity  of  St.  Andrews. 

Ofaf.  Pray,  doctor,  is  not  botany  a  very- 
dry  fort  of  a  ftudy  ? 

Sligo.  Moft  damnably  fo  in  thofe  parts,  my 
dear  doctor ;  for  all  the  knowledge  they  have 
they  mud  get  from  dried  herbs,  becaafe  the 
devil  of  any  green  that  will  grow  there. 

Macp.  Sir,  your  information  is  wrong. 

Sligo.  Come,  my  dear  doctor,  hold  your 
palaver,  and  don't  be  after  puffing  on  us,  be- 
caafe why,  you  know  in  your  confcience  that 
in  your  part  of  the  world  you  get  no  cabbage 
but  thirties  ;  and  thofc  you  are  oblig'd  to  raife 
upon  hotbeds. 

Macp.  Thirties !  zounds,  Sir,  d'ye  mean  to 
affront  me  ? 

Sligo.  That,  doctor,  is  as  you  plaafes  to 
taake  it. 

Macp.  God's  life,   Sir,  I  would  ha'  you  to 
ken.   that  there   is   narra  a   mon  wi  his  heed 
upon  his  fhoulders  that  dare— — 
H 


5o  THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS. 

Fing.  Peace,  peace,  gentlemen !  let  us  have 
no  civil  difcord.  Doclor  Sligo  is  a  lover  of 
plcafantry ;  but,  I  am  fure,  had  no  delign  to 
affront  you  :  A  joke,  nothing  elfc. 

Macp.  A  joke !  ah ;  I  like  a  joke  weel 
enough  ;  but  I  did  na  underflond  the  doctor's 
gibing  and  gcering  :  Perhaps  my  wut  may  not 
be  aw  together  as  fharp  as  the  doctor's,  but  I 
have  a  fwoi^d,  Sir . 

Sligo.  A  fword,   Sir! 

Fing.  A  fword !  ay,  ay  ;  there  is  no  doubt 
but  you  have  both  very  good  ones;  but  referve 
them  for — Oh  !  here  comes  our  ambaiFador. 

Enter  Diachylon. 

Well,  Dr.  Diachylon,  what  new   from  the  Col- 
lege? will  they  allow  us  free  ingrefs  and  cgrcfe? 

Diac.  I  could  not  get  them  to  fwallow  u 
fingle  demand. 

All  No? 

Sligo.  Then  let  us  drive  there,  and  drench 
them. 

Diac.  1  was  heard  with  difdain,  and  rcfus'd 
with  an  air  of  defiance. 

Sligo.  There,  gentlemen !  I  foretold  you 
what  would  happen  at  firil. 

All.  lie  did,   he  did. 

Sligo. 
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Sligo.  Then  we  have  nothing  for  it,  but  to 
force  our  paffage  at  once. 

All.  By  all  means ;  let  us  march ! 

Broad.  Friend  Fingerfee,  would  our  bre- 
thren but  incline  their  ears  to  me  for  a  minute — 
*•  Fing.  Gentlemen,  Dr.  Broadbrim  defires  to 
be  heard. 

AH.  Hear  him,   hear  him ! 

Sligo.  Paw,  honey,  what  fignifies  hearing  ? 
I  long  to  be  doing,  my  jewel ! 

Fing.  But  hear  Dr.  Melchifedech  Broadbrim, 
however. 

All.  Ay,   ay ;   hear  Dr.  Broadbrim  \ 

Broad.  Fellow-labourers  in  the  fame  vineyard! 
ye  know  well  how  much  I  ftand  inclined  to  our 
caufe  ;  forafmuch  as  not  one  of  my  brethen  can 
be  more  zealous  than  I 

All.  True,  true. 

Broad.  But  ye  wot  alfo,  that  I  hold  it  not 
meet  or  wholibme  to  ufe  a  carnal  weapon,  even 
for  the  defence  of  myfelf;  much  more  unfeemly 
then  muit  I  deem  it  to  draw  the  fword  for  the 
offending  of  others. 

Sligo.  Paw  !  brother  doclors,  don't  let  him 
bother  us,  with  his  yea  and  nay  nonfenfe ! 

Broad.  Friend  Sligo,   do  not  be  cholerick; 

and  know,   that  I  am  as  free  to  draw  my  purfe 

in  this  caufe,   as  thou  art  thy  fword :  And  thou 

H  2  wilt 
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wilt  find,  at  the  length,  notwithstanding  thy 
Iwaggering,  that  the  firit  will  do  us  bdl  fcrvicc. 

Sligo.  Well,  but 

All.  Hear  him,  hear  him ! 

Broad.  It  is  my  notion,  then,  brethren,  that 
we  do  forthwith  lend  for  a  finf'ul  man  in  the 
flefh,  called  an  attorney. 

Sligo.  An  attorney ! 

Broad.  Ay,  an  attorney ;  and  that  we  do 
direft  him  to  take  out  a  parchment  inllrument, 
with  a  feal  fixed  thereto. 

Sligo.  Paw,  pox  !  what  good  can  that  do  ? 

Broad.  Don't  be  too  hafty,  friend  Sligo. — 
And  therewith,  I  fay,  let  him  pofiefs  the  out- 
ward tabernacle  of  the  vain  man,  who  de- 
lighteth  to  call  himfelf  Prcfidcnt,  and  carry  him 
before  the  men  cloathed  in  lambfkin,  who  at 
Weftminfler  are  now  fitting  in  judgment. 

Sligo.  Paw  !  a  law-full !  lhat  won't  end  with 
our  lives. — Let  us  march ! 

All.  Ay,   ay. 

Sligo.  Come,  Dr.  Habakkuk,  will  you  march 
in  the  front  or  the  rear  ? 

Hob.  Pardon  me,  doBor !  I  cannot  attend 
you. 

Sligo.  What,  d'ye  draw  back,  when  it  comes 
to  the  pufh  ? 

Hab.  Not  at  all ;  I  would  gladly  join  in 
putting  thcfc  Philillines  to  (light ;  for  I  abhor 

them 
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them  worfe  than  hogs'  puddings,  in  which  the 
unclean  bead  and  the  blood  are  all  jumbled 
together.  .VT 

Siigo.  Pretty  food,  for  all  that. 
.  Half.  But  this  is  Saturday ;  and  I  dare  noi 
draw  my  fword  on  the  Sabbath. 

Sligo.  Then  itay  with  your  brother  Melchi- 
fedech  ;  for  tho'  of  different  religions,  you  are 
both  of  a  kidney.  Come,  dotlors ;  out  with 
your  fwords  !  Huzza!  and  now  for  the  Lane! 
Huzza  \  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Broadbrim  and  Habakkuk. 

Broad.  Friend  Habakkuk,  thou  feeft  how 
headftrong  and  wilful  thefe  men  are ;  but  let 
us  ufe  difcretion,  however.  Wilt  thou  ftep  to 
the  Inn  that  taketh  its  name  from  the  city  of 
Lincoln  ?  enquire  there  for  a  man,  with  a  red 
rag  at  his  back,  a  fmall  black  cap  on  his  pate, 
and  a  bufhel  of  hair  on  his  breaft  ?  I  think  they 
call  him  a  ferjeant. 

Hob.  They  do. 

Broad.  Then,  without  let  or  delay,  bring 
him  hither,  I  pray  thee. 

Hab.   I  will  about  it  this  inftant. 

Broad.  His  admonition,  perhaps,  may  pre- 
vail. Ufe  difpatch,  I  befeech  thee,  friend 
Habakkuk. 

Hab. 
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Hob.  As  much  as  if  I  was  porting  to  the 
Treafury,  to  obtain  a  large  fubfcription  in  a 
new  loan,  or  a  lottery. 

Broad.  Nay,  then,  friend,  I  have  no  reafon 
to  fear  thee.  {Exeunt. 

The  College. 
Devil  (as  Hellebore,    the  PrefidcntJ,    Camphirc, 

Calomel,  Secretary,  and  Pupils,  difcovered. 

Sec.  The  Licentiates,  Sir, -will  foon  be  at  hand. 

ltd.  Let  them  ! 

Cal.  We  will  do  our  duty,  however ;  and, 
like  the  patricians  of  old,  receive  with  filence 
thc-fc  Vifigoths  in  the  fenate. 

Hel.  I  am  not,  Dr.  Calomel,  of  fo  pacific  a 
turn  :  Let  us  keep  the  evil  out  of  doors,  if  we 
can ;  if  not,  mm  vi,  repel  force  by  force.— 
Barricade  the  gates ! 

Sec.  It  is  done. 

Hel.  Are  the  buckets  and  fire-engine  fetched 
from  St.  Dunftan's  ? 

Sec.  They  have  been  here,  Sir,  this  half-hour. 

Hel.  Let  twelve  apothecaries  be  placed  at 
the  pump,  and  their  apprentices  i'upply  'cm 
with  water ! 

Sec.   Yes,   Sir. 

Hel.  But  let  the  engine  be  play'd  by  old 
Jollup,  from  James-itrcet !  Not  one  of  the 
trade  has  a  better  hand  at  directing  a  pipe. 

Sec. 
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Sec.  Mighty  well,  Sif. 

Hel.  In  the  time  of  fiege,  every  citizen  ought 
in  duty  to  ferve. — Having  thus,  brothers,  pro- 
vided a  proper  defence,  let  us  coolly  proceed 
to  our  bufmefs.  Is  there  any  body  here,  to 
demand  a  licence  to-day  ? 

Sec.  A  practitioner,  Mr.  Prefident,  out  of 
the  country. 

Hel.  Are  the  cuftomary  fees  all  difcharged  ? 

Sec.  All,   Sir. 

Hel.  Then  let  our  cenfors,  Dr.  Chriftopher 
Camphire,  and  Dr.  Cornelius  Calomel,  introT 
duce  the  petitioner  for  examination. 

[Exeunt  Camphire  and  Calomel. 
After  this  duty  is  difpatch'd,  we  will  then  read 
the  College  and  Students  a  lecture. 

Enter  Camphire  and  Calomel,  with  Lap. 

Loft.  Firft,  let  me  lay  down  my  fhoes. 
\They  advance,  with  three  bows,   to  the  table. 

Hel.  Let  the  candidate  be  placed  on  a  ftool. 
What's  the  Doclor's  name  ? 

Sec.  Emanuel  Laft,  Mr.  Prefident. 

Hd.  Dr.  Laft,  you  have  petition'd  the  Col- 
lege, to  obtain  a  licence  for  the  practice  of 
phyfic  ;  and  though  we  have  no  doubt  of  your 
great  (kill  and  abilities,  yet  our  duty  compels  us 

previously 
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previoufly  to  afk  a  few  qucftions :     What  aca- 
demy had  the  honour  to  form  you  ? 

La/I.  Anan! 

Hel.  \Ve  want  to  know  the  name  of  the  place, 
Tdicre  you  have  iludicd  the  fciencc  of  phyfic. 

Loft.  Dunftable. 

.    Hel.  That's  fonic  German  univerfity  ;  fo  he 
can  never  belong  to  the  College. 

All.  Never;   oh,   no. 

Hel.  >Tow,  Sir,  with  regard  to  your  phyfio- 
logical  knowledge.  By  what  means,  Dr.  Lall, 
do  you  difcover  that  a  man  is  not  well  ? 

Loft.  By  his  complaint  that  he  is  ill. 

Hel.  Well  replied !  no  furer  prognoflic. 

All.'  None  furer. 

Hel.  Then,  as  to  recovering  a  fubjcft  that  is 
ill — Can  you  venture  to  undertake  the  cure  of 
an  ague  .' 

Laft.  With  arra  a  man  in  the  country. 

lid.   By  what  means  ? 

Loft.  By  a  charm. 

Hel.  And  pray  of  what  materials  may  that 
charm  be  compos'd  ? 

Lajl.   I  vou't  tell;    'tis  a  fecret. 

Ihl.  Well  replica  !  the  College  has  no  right 
to  pry  into  fecrcts. 

AH-  Oh    no ;  by  no  means. 

m. 
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Hel.  But  now,  Dr.  Laft,  to  proceed  in  due 
form  -,  are  you  qualified  to  adminifter  remedies 
to  fuch  difeafes  as  belong  to  the  head  ? 

Laft.  I  believe  I  may. 

Hel.  Name  fome  to  the  College* 

Laft.  The  tooth-ache. 

Hel.  What  do  you  hold  the  bed  method  to 
treat  it  ? 

Laft.  I  pulls  'em  up  by  the  roots. 

Hel.  Well  replied,  brothers  !  that^  without 
doubt,  is  a  radical  cure* 

All.  Without  doubt. 

Hel.  Thus  far  as  to  the  head :  Proceed  we  next 
to  the  middle  !  WThen,  Dr.  Laft,  you  are  called 
in  to  a  patient  with  a  pain  in  his  bowels,  what 
then  is  your  method  of  practice  ? 

Laft.  I  claps  a  trencher  hot  to  the  part. 

HeL  Embrocation ;  very  well !  But  if  this 
npplication  mould  fail,  what  is  the  next  ftep  that 
you  take  ? 

Laft.  I  gi's  a  vomit  and  a  purge. 

HeL  Well  replied  !  for  it  is  plain  there  is  a 
difagrceable  gueft  in  the  houfe-,  he  has  opened 
both  doors ;  if  he  will  go  out  at  neither,  it  is 
none  of  his  fault. 

All.  Oil,  no  •,  by  no  means. 

HeL  We  have  now  difpatched  the  middle,  and 

head  :  Come  we  finally  to  the  other  extremity, 

I  the 
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the  feet  !  Are  you  equally  fkilful  in  the  difor- 
dcrs  incidental  to  them  ? 

Laft.  I  believe  I  may. 

He!.  Name  fome. 

Laft.  I  have  a  great  vogue  all  our  way  for 
Curing  of  corns. 

Hel.  What  are  the  means  that  you  ufc  ? 

Left.  I  cuts  them  out. 

Hel.  Well  replied  !  extirpation :  No  better 
method  of  curing  can  be.  Well,  brethren,  I 
think  we  may  now,  after  this  ftrict  and  impar- 
tial enquiry,  fafeiy  certify,  that  Dr.  Laft,  from 
top  to  toe,  is  an  able  phyfician. 

All.  Very  able,  very  able,  indeed. 

Hel.  And  every  way  qualified  to  proceed  in 
his  practice. 

All.  Every  way  qualified. 

tiel.  You  may  ddcend,  Dr.  Laft.  [Laft  takes 
bis  feat  among  them.']  Secretary,-  firft  read,  and 
then  give  the  doctor  his  licence. 

See.  [Reads']  "  To  all  whom  thefe  prefects 
fnay  come  greeting.  Know,  ye,  that,  after  a 
moft  Uriel:  and  fevere  inquifition,  not  only  into 
the  great  fkill  and  erudition,  but  the  morals  of 
Dr.  Emanuel  Laft,  We  are  authorized  to  grant? 
unto  the  faid  doctor  full  power,  permiflion,  and 
licence,  to  pill,  bolus,  lotion,  potion,  draught, 
dofe,  drench,  purge,  bleed,  bliftcr,  clifter,  cup, 
kadfy,  fyringe,  falivate,  couch,  flux,  fweat, 

diet, 
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diet,  dilute,  tap,  plaifter,  and  poultice,  all  per- 
fons,  in  all  difeafcs,  of  ail  ages,  conditions,  and 
fexes.    And  we  do  ftridbly  command  and  enjoin 
all   furgeons,  apothecaries,   with  their  appren- 
tices,   all  midwives,   male,  female,   and  nurfes, 
at  all  times,  to  be  aiding  and  affifting  to  the  faid' 
Dr.  Emanuel  Laft.     And  we  do  further  charge 
all  mayors,  juftices,  aldermen,  fherifts,  bailiffs, 
headboroughs,  confcables,  and  coroners,  not  to 
moleft  or  intermeddle  with  the  faid  doctor,  if  any 
party  whom  he  (hall  fo  pill,  bolus,  lotion,  po- 
tion, draught,  dofe,  drench,  purge,  bleed,  blifter, 
clifter,    cup,   fcarify,   fyringe,   faiivate,   couch, 
flux,  fweat,  diet,  dilute,  tap,  plaifter,  and  poul- 
tice, Jhould  happen  to  die,  but  to  deem  that  the 
faid  party  died  a  natural  death,  any  thing  ap- 
pearing to  the  contrary  notwithftanding.    Given 
under   our  hands,    &c.     Hercules   Hellebore, 
Cornelius  Calomel,   Chriftophcr  Camphire. 

Laft.  Then,  if  a  patient  die,  they  muft  not 
fay  that  I  kill'd  him  ? 

He!.  They  fay  ?  Why,  how  mould  they  know, 
\vhen  it  is  not  one  time  in  twenty  that  we  know 
it  ourfclves  ?— Proceed  we  now  to  the  lefture  ! 
[  They  all  rife  and  come  forward  to  the  table.  ]  Bre- 
thren,  and  ftudents,  1  am  going  to  open  to  you 
fome  notable  difcoveries  that  I  have  made,  re- 
fpecting  the  fource,  or  primary  caufe,  of  all  dif- 


\  %  tempers 
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tempers  incidental  to  the  human  machine  :  And 
thefe,  brethren,  I  attribute  to  certain  animalculae, 
or  pifcatory  entities,  that  infmuate  themfelves 
thro'  the  pores  into  the  blood,  and  in  that  fluid 
fport,  tols,  and  tumble  about,  like  mackrel  or 
cod-fifh  in  the  great  deep  :  And  to  convince  you 
that  this  is  not  a  mere  gratis  diRumy  an  hypo- 
fhefis  only,  I  will  give  you  demonftrative  proof. 
Bring  hither  the  microfcope  ! 

Enter  a  Servant  -with  microfcope. 

Dodor  Laft,  regard  this  receiver.  Take  a  peep. 

Laft.  Where  ? 

Hel.  There.  Thofe  two  yellow  drops  there 
were  drawn  from  a  fubject  afflicted  with  the 
jaundice. — Well,  what  d'ye  fee  ? 

Laft.  Some  little  creatures  like  yellow  flics, 
that  are  hopping  and  fkipping  about. 

IL'L  Right.  Thofc  yellow  flies  give  the  tinge 
to  the  fkin,  and  undoubtedly  cauie  the  cliieafe : 
And,  now,  for  the  cure  !  I  adminifter  to  every 
patient  the  two-and-fifiieth  part  of  a  fcruple  or 
the  ovaria  or  eggs  of  the  fpider-,  thefe  are  thrown 
by  the  digeftive  powers  into  the  fecrerory,  : 
feparated  from  the  alimentory,  and  then  preci- 
pitated into  the  circulatory  •,  where  finding  a  pro- 
per nidus,  or  neit,  they  quit  their  torpid  it arc, 
and  vivify,  and,  upon  vivification,  difcerning 

the 
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the  flies,  their  natural  food,  they  immediately 
fall  foul  of  them,  extirpate  the  race  out  of  the 
blood,  and  reftore  the  patient  to  health. 

Lqft.  And  what  becomes  of  the  fpiders  ? 

HeL  Oh,  they  die,  you  know,  for  want  of 
nutrition.  Then  I  fend  the  patient  down  to 
Brighthelmftone  ;  and  a  couple  of  dips  in  the 
falt-water,  wafhes  the  cobwebs  entirely  out  of 
the  blood.  Now,  gentlemen,  with  refpect  to 

fhe 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Forceps,  from  the  Hofpital. 
He!.  The  Hofpital !   is  this  a  time  to <• 

Enter  Forceps. 

Well,  Forceps,  what's  your  will  * 

For.  To  know,  Sir,  what  you  would  have 
done  with  the  Hofpital  patients  tcr-day  ? 

HeL  To-day  !  why,  what  was  done  yeftcrday  ? 

for.  Sir,  we  bled  the  Welt  ward,  and  jalloped 
the  North. 

Hel.  Did  ye  ?  why  then,  bleed  the  North  ward, 
and  jallop  the  Weft  to-day.  [Exit  For, 

NOW,  I  fay,  brethren 

Enter  Servant* 

Serv.  The  Licentiates  are  drawn  upl^t  the 
gate. 

IM. 
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HeL  W ho  leads  'em  ? 

Seru.  They  arc  led  on  by  Sligo:  They  de-i 
irand  intrant  entrance,  and  threaten  to  Itorm. 

lid.  Dodoib  Calomel  and  Cakiphire,  our  two 
aid-de-camps,  furvcy  their  prcicnt  pofture,  and 
report  it  to  us. 

IVilbout.  Huzza! 

Bid  old  Jollup  be  ready  to  unmafk  the 
engine  at  the  word  of  command. 

Enter  Ca/nfhire. 

HeL  Now,  Dr.  Camphire  ? 

Camp.  The  fledgc-hammers  are  come,  and  they 
jp  rep  a  re  to  batter  in  breach. 

IL'!.  Let  the  engine  be  play'd  off  at  the  very 
fiift  blow  !  [Exit  Camp. 

Without.  Huzza  ! 

Enter  Calomel. 

7/c7.  Now,  doctor  ? 

Cal.  The  firft  fire  has  demolifhed  Dr.  Fin- 
^errce's  foretop. 

Ifel.  That's  well !  [Exit  Gil. 

Enter  Cawphirc. 

Now,  doctor? 

Camp.  The  fecond  fire  has  dropped  the  ftiff 
buckles  of  Dr.  Oiafiifras. 

IleL 
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Hel.  Better  and  better !  [Exit  Camp. 

Enter  Cahmel. 
Now,  doctor  ? 

CaL  Both  the  knots  of  Dn  Anodyne's  tye 
are  diiTolved. 

llel  Belt  of  all !  [Exit  Q>/. 

Enter  Camphire^ 
Now,  doctor  ? 

Camp.  As  Dr.  Sligo,  with  open  mouth,  drove 
furioufly  on,  he  received  a  full  ftream  in  his 
teeth,  and  is  retired  from  the  field,  dropping  wet. 

list.  Then  the  day's  our  own  !      [Exit  Camp, 

Enter  Calomel. 
Now,  doctor  ? 

Gal.  All  is  lofl !  Dr.  Sligo,  recruited  by  a 
bumper  of  Drogheda,  is  returned  with  freili 
vigour. 

Hd.  Let  our  whole  force  be  pointed  at  him  ! 

[Exit  Qr/; 

Enter  Campbirs. 

Now,  doclor  ? 

Camp,  The  fiege  flackens ;  Dr.  P^oadbrim^ 
with  ferjeant  Demur,  are  arrived  in  UK 

[Exiti.t 

114.  What  can  that  mean  ? 
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Enter  Calomel. 

Now,  do&or  ? 

Cal.  Serjeant  Demur  has  thrown  this  manifcftoi 
orer  the  gate;  [Exit. 

Hel.  [looking  at  the  'parchment. ]  Ha  !  "  Mid- 
"  dlefcx  to  wit.  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe." 
It  is  a  challenge  to  meet  'em  at  Wdiminfter- 
Hall ;  then  we  have  breathing-time  till  the  term. 

Enter  Laft.        \ . 

Now,  doctor  ? 

Laft.  I  have  forgot  my  fhoes. 

[Takes  'cm  up,  and 
Hel.  Oh ! 
\ 

Enter  Campbire. 

Camp.  The  Licentiates  file  off  towards  Fleet- 
Street. 

Hel.  Follow  all,  and  harrafs  the  rear !  leave 
Hoy  dry  thread  among  them.  Huzza  !  [Exeunt, 

Re -enter  Devi!,  Invoice,  and  Harriet. 

Devil.  Well,  my  young  friends,  you  will  now 
be  naturally  led  to  Weftm Oh  ! 

I;rj.  Bltfs  me,  Sir,  what's  che  matter  ?  You 
change  colour,  and  filter. 

Devil. 
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Devil.  The  magician  at  Madrid  has  difcovered 
my  flight,  and  recalls  me  by  an  irrefiftib'le  fpell: 
I  muft  leave  you,  my  friends  ! 

Inv.  Forbid  it,  Fortune  !  it  is  now,  Sir,  that 
we  moft  want  your  aid. 

Devil.  He  muft,  he  will  be  obeyed.  Here- 
after, perhaps,  1  may  rejoin  you  again. 

Inv.  But,  Sir,  what  can  we  do?  how  live? 
what  plan  can  we  n^x  on  for  oifr  future  fupport? 

Devil.  You  are  in  a  country  where  your 
talents,  with  a  little  application,  will  procure 
you  a  provifion. 

Inv.  But  which  way  to  direcl  them  ? 

Devil.  There  are  profitable  profeflionsj  that 
require  but  little  ability. 

Inv.  Name  us  one. 

Devil.  What  think  you  of  the  trade  with 
whofe  badge  I  am  at  prelent  inverted  ? 

Inv.  Can  you  fuppofe,  Sir^  after  what  I  have 
feen 

Devil.  Oh,  Sir,  I  don't  defign  to  engage  you 
in  any  perfonal  fervice;  I  would  only  recommend 
it  to  you  to  be  the  vender  of  fome  of  thofll  in- 
fallible remedies,  with  which  our  newfpapers 
are  conftantly  crouded  ? 

Inv.  You  know,  Sir,  I  am  poficiTed  of  no 
iccret. 

.Devil.  Nor  they  either :  A  few  fimple  waters* 
K  dignified 


66  THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS. 

dignified  with  titles  that  catch,  no  matter  hovf 
wild  and  abfurd,  will  effectually  anfwer  your 
purpofe :  As,  let  me  fte  now !  Tincture  of  Tinder* 
Eflence  of  Eggfhel'J,  or  Balfam  of  Broomftick. 
Inv.  You  mutt  excufe  me,  Sir;  I  can  never 
fubmit. 

Devil.  I  think  you  are  rather  too  fqueamifh* 
What  fay  you,  then,  to  a  little  fpiritual  quackery  ? 
Jnv.  Spiritual  ? 

Devil*  Oh,  Sir,  there  are  in  this  town  mounte- 
banks for  the  mind,,  as  well  as  the  body.  Ho\V 
mould  you  like  mounting  a  cart  on  a  common^ 
and  becoming  a  Mcthodift  Preacher  ? 
Inv.  Can  that  fcheme  turn  to  account  ? 
Devil.  Nothing  better:  Believe  me,  the  ab- 
folute  direction  of  the  perfons  and  purfes  of  a 
large  congregation,  however  low  their  conditions 
and  callings,  is  by  no  means  a  contemptible 
object.  I,  for  my  own  part,  can  fay,  what 
the  Conqueror  of  Perfia  faid  to  the  Cynic  ;  "  If 
*'  I  was  not  Alexander,  I  would  be  Diogenes  :" 
So,  if  I  was  not  the  Devil,  I  would  chufe  to 
be  a*Methodift  Preacher. 

lav.  But  then  the  reftraint,  the  forms,  I  mall 

be  obliged  to  obferve 

Devil.  None  at  all :  There  is,  in  the  whole 
catalogue,  but  one  fin  you  need  be  at  all  my  of 
committing. 
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Inv.  What's  that  ? 

Devil.  Simony. 

Inv.  Simony  !  I  don't  comprehend  you. 

Devil.  Simony,  Sir,  is  a  new  kind  of  canon? 
devifed  by  thefe  upftart  fanatics,  that  make's  it 
finful  not  to  abufe  the  confidence,  and  pioufly 
plunder  the  little  property,  of  an  indigent  man 
and  his  family. 

Inv.  A  mod  noble  piece  of  cafuiftical  cookery, 
and  exceeds  even  the  fons  of  Ignatius !  Bui  this 
honour  I  mud  beg  to  decline. 

Devil.  What  think  you  then  of  trying  the 
flage  ?  You  are  a  couple  of  good  theatrical 
figures  ;  but  how  are  your  talents  ?  can  you  fing? 

Jnv.  I  can't  boaft  of  much  fkill,  Sir;  but 
Mifs  Harriet  got  great  reputation  in  Spain. 

Har.  Oh,  Mr,  Invoice! — My  father,  Sir,  as 
we  feldom  went  out,  eftablifhed  a  domeflic  kind 
of  drama,  and  made  us  perform  fome  little 
mufical  -pieces,  that  were  occafionally  fent  us 
from  England. 

Devil.  Come?  Sir,  will  yon  give  u$  a  tafte  of 
your — juft  a  fhort — ts  -ti  te  tor. 

\Sings  a  fhsrl  preludio. 

Inv.  I  mn ft  beg  to  be  excufed,  Sir-,  I  have 
not  a  mufical  note  i-n  my  voice,  that  can  pleale 
you. 

Devil.  No  ?    Why  then,  I  believe  we   mud 
K  2  trouble 
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trouble  the  lady:   Come,  Mifs,    I'll  charm  a 
band  to  accompany  you.  {leaves  bis  flick. 

[Harriet  fingsJ] 

Devil.  Exceedingly  well  !  You  have  nothing 
to  do  now,  but  to  offer  yourfclves  to  one  of  the 


Inv.  And  which,  Sir,  would  you  recommend? 

Devil.  Take  your  choice  ;  for  I  can  icrvc  you 
in  neither. 

Inv.  No  ?  I  thought,  Sir,  you  told  me  juft 
now,  that  the  leveral  arts  of  the  drama  were 
under  your  direction. 

Devil.  So  they  were  formerly  ;  but  now  they 
are  direded  by  the  Genius  of  Infipidity  :  He 
Jias  entered  into  partnerfhip  with  the  managers 
of  both  houfes,  and  they  have  fet  up  a  kind  of 
circulating  library,  for  the  vending  of  dialogue 
novels.  I  dare  not  go  near  the  new  houfe,  for 
the  Daempn  of  Power,  who  gave  me  this  lame- 
nels,  has  poflefled  the  pates,  and  fown  difcord 
.among  the  mock  monarchs  there  ;  and  what  one 
receives,  the  other  rejefts.  And  as  to  the  other 
houfe,  the  manager  has  great  merit  himfelf,  with 
Ikill  to  tjifcern,  and  candor  to  allow  it  in  others  ; 
but  I  can  be  of  no  ufe  in  making  your  bargain, 
for  in  that  he  would  be  too  many  for  the 
tunn.ingefl  Devil  amongft  us. 
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lav.  I  have  heard  of  a  new  playhoufe  in  the 
Haymarket. 

Devil.  What,  Foote's  ?  Oh,  that's  an  eccentric, 
narrow  eftablifhment;  a  mere  fummer-fly!  He! 
But,  however,  it  may  do  for  a  coup  J'e/ai,  and 
prove  no  bad  foundation  for  a  future  engage- 
ment. 

Inv.  Then  we  will  try  him,  if  you  pleafe, 
Devil.  By  all  means :  And  you  may  do  it  this 
inftant;  he  opens  to-night,  and  will  be  glad  of 
your  affiftance.  I'll  drop  you  down  at  the  door ; 
and  muft  then  take  my  leave  for  fome  time! 
Allans  I  but  don't  tremble ;  you  have  nothing  to 
fear:  The  public  will  treat  you  with  kindnefs ; 
at  Icaft,  if  they  (hew  but  half  the  indulgence  to 
you,  that  they  have  upon  all  occafions  fhewn  to 
that  Manager. 
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ADVERTISEMENT* 


SOMfi  copies  of  fpwious  impreffions  of 
this  Comedy,  and  of  the  Maid  of  Bath, 
having  been  printed  and  circulated  before 
the  application  to  the  Court  of  Chancery  for  an 
injunction,  it  has  been  thought  advifable,  in 
vindication  of  the  property  of  the  Editor,  as 
well  as  in  juftice  to  the  deceafed  Author,  imme- 
diately to  commit  to  the  prefs  genuine  editions 
t>f  the  two  dramatick  pieces  above-mentioned, 
together  with  the  Comedy  of  the  Devil  Upon 
Two  Sticks;  which  had  been  alfo  without 
authority  advertifed  for  publication. 

On  infpeftion  of  the  fpurious  impreffions,  it 
appears;  that  all  the  errors  of  carelefs  and  igno- 
rant tranfcribers  are  there  religioufly  preferved ; 
and  all  the  additions  and  improvements,  made 
by  the  facetious  Writer,  are  omitted.  Many 
inftances  of  this  will  occur  on  perufal  of  this 
Comedy ;  in  which,  befides  the  restoration  of 
feveral  paffages  always  fpoken  on  the  ftage,  the 
fceader  will  find  a  whole  fcene,  at  the  end°of  the 
Firft  Acl^  and  another,  Hill  more  entertaining 

and 
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and  popular,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Third ; 
b(*th  which  were  wholly  wanting  in  the  fpurious 
Impfemons. 

Unauthorized  publications  are  not  only  always 
detrimental  to  private  property,  but  commonly 
prove  injurious  to  the  publick:  tor  the  copies, 
being  obtained  by  clandeftirte  and  irdireci  meads, 
are,  for  the  mod  part,  as  has  happened  in  the 
prefcnt  inftance,  incorreft  and  impcrfcft. 


P      R      O      L      O  f  G      U      E; 

Written  by  Mr.  G  A.\  R  I  C  K. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  F  Q  O  T  E. 

IN  trifling  works  of  Fancy,  wits  agree, 
That  nothing  tickles  like  a  fimile : 
And  fo,  by  way  of  tuning  you  to  laughter, 
With  which?  I  hope,  you'll  tickle  ua  hereafter,. 
From  our  poetick  ftorehoufe,  we  produce 
A  couple,  fpick  and  fpan  for  prefent  ufe. 
Dramatick  writers  we're,  like  \\atchmen,  meant 
To  knock  down  Vice— few  anfwer  the  intent  j 
Both  fhould  be  quick  to  fee  and  feize  their  game ; 
But  both  are  fometimes  blind,  and  fometimes  lame  : 
Can  thofe  cryjland,  while  they  themfelves  are  reeling  ? 
Can  thofe  catch  thieves,  while  they  themfelves  are 

fteaiing  ? 

When  wanted  mod,  the  watch  a  nap  will  take — 
Are  all  our  comick  authors  quite  awake  £ 
Or,  what  is  worfe,  by  which  they  flill  come  near  'em, 
Are  not  you  more  than  half  afleep  who  hear  'em  ? 
J,  your  old  watchman,  here  have,  fix'd  my  Hand,      •* 
On  many  a  vice  and  folly  laid  my  hand : 
'Twas  you  cried  ivatcb!  I  limp'd  at  your  command.     •) 
Let  me,  like  other  watchmen,  blefs  the  times, 
And  take  the  privilege  to  nod  betimes  j 
Nor  let  your  frowns  now  force  me  on  a  fright 

To  cry "  Pajl  fe^en  o'clock,  and  a  cloudy  night" 

But,  with  your  patience  not  to  be  too  free, 
We'll  change  the  fubjecl  and  the  fimile. 
To  chafe  a  fmuggling'crew,  who  law  deride, 
We  launch  a  cutter  of  three  guns  this  tide  : 
With  your  affiftance,  we  will  make  the  foe 
Sink,  or  fubmit  to  CAPTAIN  TIMBERTQE, 
Ye  pirate  critlcks,  fall  not  foul  on  me  ! 
If  once  I  fink,  I  founder  in  the  fea. 
Jn  this  condition,  can  I  fwim  to  fhore  ? 
I'm  cork'd,  'tis  true ;  but  then  I  want  an  oac. 
You  oft  h^ye  fav'd  my  little  bark  from  finking: 
}  am  no  fifh,  fave  me  from 
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ACT      I.        SCENE     lf 

JLnter  Mrs.  Fleece* em  and  Flaw. 

Mrs.  Fleece' em. 

NOT  a  word  more  !  you  put  me  ou£ 
of  all  patience. 
Flaw.  Well,  but,  madam  Fleece? 
'em,  liften,  I  beg,  to  a  little  reafon. 
Mrs.  Fl.  Reafon  ?   had  you  the  leaft  atom 
about  you,  you  would  reft  contented  with  our 
prefent  agreement. 

Flaw.  But  furely,  madarrij  a  change  of  cir- 

£umftances 

Mrs.  FL  Change  ?  4-nd  pray^  rnafter  Flaw? 
how  are  mine  changed  for  the  better  ?  Anfwer 
me  a  few  fhort  queftions,  and  deny  what  I  fay, 
if  you  can.  When  I  was  compelled,  by  the 
£ruel  laws  of  this  country,  to  go  into  exile  for 

§ 
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taking  by  miftake  a  fmall  parcel  of  lace  out  of 
a  fhop  in  the  Strand,  did  not  I  choofe  Boftori 
for  my  place  of  retirement? 

Flazv.  Granted. 

Mrs.  PL  Did  not  I  pafs  there,  by  means,  of 
letters  from  mynheer  Van  Smuggle  of  Rotter- 
dam, for  a  perfon  moll  honourably  and  nobly 
allied  ? 

Flaw.  For  aught  I, know. 

ftfrs.  FL  Did  not  I  receive  a  handfome  pre- 
fent  from  that  merchant,  for  promoting  the 
running  Putch  teas,  and  rejecting  thofe  imported 
from  England? 

Flaw.  Like  enough. 

Mrs.  FL  Did  not  my  burning  the  firfl  pound 
of  Souchong,  and  my  fpeeches  at  Faneuil-Hall, 
and  the  Liberty-Tree,  againfl  the  colonies  con- 
tributing todifcharge  a  debt  to  which  they  owe 
their  exjftence,  procure  me  the  love  and  eftecm 
of  the*  people  ? 

Flaw.  May  be  fo. 

Mrs.  Fl.  And  what,  but  your  letters,  could 
induce  me  to  return  to  a  country  where  I  had 
been  treated  fo  ill  ?  But  fure,  you  muft  have 
iorgo:  your  propofals  j  here  they  are,  and  figned 
by  vourfelf.  Let  me  fee  ! — [Reads."]  "  Articles 
fl  oi."  Agreement  between  Philip  Flaw,  of 
"  I  .  :  • ..  v  Jmij,  in.  ihe  city  of  London,  on  one 

"  part, 
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*e  part,  and  Felicia  F^eece'em*  late  of  Bofton, 
ff  but  now  of  Pali-Mall." 

-Flaw.   But  what  occafion 

Mrs.  Fl.  "  Imprimis,  That  the  faid  Felicia 
Cf  do  take  a  handfome  houfe,  at  the  Weft  end 
"  of  the  town,  with  fuitable  fervants ;  for  the 
"  furnifhing  of  which  the  faid  Flaw  engages  to 
*c  procure  her  credit.'* 

Flaw*  And  have  not  I  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  "  Secondly,  that  the  faid  Flaw  (hall 
<f  circulate,  privately  andpublickly,  in  taverns, 
c<  coffee-houfes,  Journals,  Chronicles,  Morning 
Cf  and  Evening-Pofts,  and  Courants,  that  the  faid 
"  Felicia  is  a  perfon  of  great  addrefs  and  abi- 
"  lities ;  and  that,  by  means  of  many  powerful 
<c  connections,  fhe  is  able  to  ^procure  poflsj 
ft  places,  preferments  of  all  conditions  an<J 
"  fizes ;  to  raife  cafh  for  the  indigent,  and  pro- 
c<  cure  good  fecurities  for  fuch  as  are  wealthy  i 
"  fuitable  matches  for  people  who  want  huf- 
*c  bands  and  wives,  and  divorces  for  thofe  who 
"  wifh  to  get  rid  of  them." 

Flaw.  And  have  not  I  performed  every  tittle  ? 
have  not  my  expences  in  attending  plays,  operas, 
mafquerades,  and  Pantheons,  not  to  mention 
fiibfcription-money  to  moft  of  the  clubs,  and 
coteries,  amounted  to  a  moft  enormous 

Mrs.  FL  I  am  near  at  an  end, — [Reads. ~\ 
B  a  «  Thac 
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«  That  the  faid  Flaw  fhall  at  all  times  advi& 
"  the  faid  Felicia  how  far  fhe  may  go  without 
"  incurring  the  law;  for  all  which  he  is  to 
<(  receive  out  of  the  neat  profits  thirty  fer  cent." 
—You  fee,  Sir ! 

Flaw.  I  do. 

Mrs.  FL  And  don't  you  think  that  a  vety 
ample  provifion  ? 

Flaw.  But  confider,  madam,  I  have  facrificed 
my  whole  time  to  your  bufmefs,  and  I  don't 
believe  the  law  has  procured  me 

Mrs.Fl.  The  law?  What,  a  little,  private 
agency  at  the  Old  Bailey  ?  a  wonderful  facrifice  1 
fy,  fy,  Mr.  Flaw  ! 

Flaw.  You  are  thelaftperfon,Mrs.Fleece'em,. 
that  fhould  caft  fuch  a  reflection  as  that :  Unlefs 
t  miftake,  my  attendance  there  was  pretty  ufcful 
to  you. 

Mrs.  Fl.  To  me  ? 

Flaw.  Without  my  fkill  and  addrefs,  your 
hjfl  voyage  to  America  would  have  been  changed 
to  a  much  fhorter  trip. 

Mrs.Fl.  S>r! 

Flaw.  A  tour  to  Tyburn,  in  a  thn-whifky 
and  two,  would  have  concluded  your  travels. 

Mrs.Fl.  Why,  you  impertinent,-  infamous, 
petty-fogging  puppy,  it  was  through  your  ig- 
norance that  I  wa*  obliged  to  travel  at  all. 
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Plaw.  Mme?  t 

Mrs.  PL  Did  not  Alick  Alibi,  before  your 
face>  at  Blackball,  in  the  Tranfport,  declare, 
that  he  never  faw  fuch  a  bungling  bufmefs;  thajc 
if  he  had  been  employed—-— 

Flaw.  Alibi? 

Mrs.  Fl.  You  know  him,  I  fancy. 

Flaw.  Perfectly :  As,  madam,  you  think  hini 
fo  wonderfully  clever,  you  had  better  employ 
him ;  I  am  ready  to  refign,  in  his  favour. 

Mrs.FL  That  is  ungenerous  in  you,  MfV 
Flaw,  to  indil t  a  gentleman  under  misfortunes  ^ 
You  know  the  clipping  and  filing  affair  compels 
him  to  keep  a  little  private  at  prefent. 

Flaw.  Oh,  then,  that's  the  reafon  I  am  con- 
felted  ?  fweet  madam,  your  fervant !  But, 
madam,  I  muft  defire  you  to  find  out  fome 
fcther  agent :  I  declare  off !  you  lha'n't  make  A. 
Hop- gap  of  me ! 

Mrs.Fl.  Sir! 

Flaw.  Our  accounts  are  eafily  fettled :  Letf 
tne  fee!  Seven  pounds  feven  {hillings,  from 
the  brewer's  clerk,  who  is  gone  with  your  re-- 
commendatory letters  to  India. 

Mrs.  FL  Nine  pounds,  if  you  pleafe. 

Flaw.  Seven.  The  reft  paid  out  of  my 
pocket  to  Kitt  Copywell,  for  manufacturing 
the  letters  from  the  directors. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Fl.  Very  well !  Have  you  got  the  fellow 
aboard  ? 

Flaw.  Sailed  the  latter  end  of  the  week. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Then  there  is  the  crimp's  money, 
for  procuring  the  company  an  able  recruit. 

Flaw.  Already  deducted,  for  promifing  to 
get  Bob  Bluefkin  a  reprieve  at  the 

Mrs.  Fl.  Thefe,  Mr.  Flaw,  are  but  trifling 
affairs;  they  may  be  fettled  at  fome  other, 
time. 

Flaw.  I  am  ready,  whenever  you  pleafe  :  And 
fo,  madam  Fleecec'm,  I  am  your  mod  humble* 

and  very Oh  !  I  had  like  to  have  forgot  \ 

if  any  thing  fhould  happen,  that  I  may  not  be 
blamed,  in  futuro>  I  would  advife  you  to  take 
care  of  yourfelf :  I  overheard  Luke  Lockup, 
the  turnkey,  fay,  as  you  parted  by  in  a  coach, 
that  he  had  fome  notion  of  having  feen  you 
before,  and  wanted  much  to  know  where  you 
lodged. 

Mrs.  FL  Luke*  Lockup  ?  why,  how  is  it 
poflible  he  could 

Flaw..  I  know  nothing  of  that :  Forefeeing, 
indeed,  that  fuch  a  thing  might  poflibly  happen, 
I  had  provided  a  couple  of  people  to  prove  that 
you  were  fhipwrcck'd  on  the  Weftern  coafl ;  fo 
that,  though  you  were  returned  before  your 
time  from  your  travels,  it  was  none  of  your 

fault  i 
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fault;  but  that  is  all  over  now;  Mr.  Alibi  will^ 
no  doubt,  take  proper  care. 

Mrs.  FL  Nay,  as  to  that,  Mr.  Flaw,  there  is 
DO  man  living  to  whofe  care  J  would  fooner 
truft  myfelf  than  your  own;  but  fure  in  this 
affair  we  have  been  both  of  us  rather  too  quick, 
jLet  us  coolly  confider :  I  am  fure,  I  am  the 

further!  in  the  world  from But  come ;  let 

us  know  what  are  your  further  demands  ? 

Flaw.  I  fcorn,  madam,  to  take  any  advantage : 
As  our  rifques  and  labour  are  equal,  an  equal 
partition  ;  that's  all. 

Mrs.  Ft.  1  confcnt  tp  the  agreement. 

Flaw.  "Very  well.  I  will  prepare  a  draft  to 
lay  before  council ;  which,  when  approved,  you, 
will  fign  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Without  fcruple;  that  being  fettled, 
let  us  come  a  little  to  bufmefs.  What  new  game? 
have  you  fprung  ? 

Flaw.  Plenty,  plenty  ;  the  family  I  expedled 
Out  of  the  country  is  come. 

Mrs.  FL  Father,  mother,  and  fon  !  have  you 
£ben  them  ? 

Flaw.  1  received  their  note  but  this  inftant : 
They  have  made  a  little  miflake  I  believe  as  to 
their  lodgings. 

Mrs.  FL  How  fo  ? 

I  advifed  them,   at  their  coming  te> 

town. 
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town  to  ftay  at  one  of  the  Hoteis  for  a  week  of 
ten  days  j  inftead  of  that,  they  are  ^pt  to  a 
jpagnio. 

jWrj.  77.  A  Bagnio  ? 

flaw.  At  the  fign  of  the  Lamb,  In  Long- Acrei 
/.  Nay,  foj  aught  I  know,  that  place, 
bed  anfwer  our  purpofe. 

Flaw.  I  muft  ftep  directly  to  the  Salopian 
Coffee-Houfe  ;  Enfign  Gaters  is  to  fend  you  3, 
hundred  for  obtaining  him  a  flep  in  his  corps. 
Here ;  I  have  brought  you  the  complimentary 
£ards  to  put  over  the  chimney. 

[Gives  ber  tie  fords. 

Mrs.  FL  That's  right.  Let  me  fee : — The 
Duke  of—tcjt  refpeBs—Earlcf—yifcount—Ah^ 
ah ;  very  well !  Have  you  prevailed  on  the; 
coachman  you  mentioned  ? 

Ffaw.  He  has  promifed  to  parade  before  youi: 
houfe  for  an  hour,  after  his  matter  is  fet  dowij 
at  the  Cockpit.  A  couple  of  fervants  to  wait 
3t  the  door,  as  -if  the  great  man  was  above* 
Will  be  right. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  A  note,  Sir,  from  a  perfon  below. 

Flaw.  Let  us  fee  it.— [Reads.]  "  Mr.  O'  Flan-j 
fx  nagan's  compliments  to  Mr.  Flaw,  and  as  hej 
*(  perhaps  may  not  choofe  to  be  at  home  to  him. 


beinj 
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'**"  being  at  another  body's  houfe,  begs  to  kno\# 
"  where  he  may  fee  him  this  evening."  —  A. 
bagatelle;  fome  trifling  affair. 

Mrs.  Fl.  You  had  therefore  better  difpatcfc 
him  at  once.     Shew  him  up. 

.Fjaw.  He  brought  *ne  a  recommendatory 
letter  this  morning  ;  but  I  was  in  a  hurry,  anql 
.defired  him  to  meet  .me  here  .about  thjs 
Here  he  is. 


er  Mr.  O'Flannagan. 

O'Flan.  Mr.  Flaw,  J  am  your  moil  humble 
farvant.  Madam,  I  am  yours  .unknown. 

Flaw.  Well,  Mr.  O'flannagan,  what  are 
your  commands  witfy  me  ? 

0'  Flan.  Oh,  Mr.  Flaw,  we  will  poftpone 
jthaty  if  you  plafe  :  I  hope  J  am  a  little  better 
bred  than  to  mention  any  thing  of  my  private 
affairs  before  ladies  ;  tfyeir  little  ears,  fweet 
craturs,  fhould  be  tickled  with  nothing  buf 
love. 

Flaw.  True,  true  j  but  here  you  may  fufpend 
•your  politenefs  a  little  ;  for,  unlefs  I  am  mifr 
taken,  it  is  to  this  lady's  good  offices  you  mud 
be  oblig'd  in  your  p  relent  puriuit. 

Q'  Flan.  Oh  !  that  indeed  alters  the  cafe.  Why 
then,  madam,  this  is  my  bufinefs  at  once  :  You 
underit^nd  I  came  over  lately  from  Lime- 

£ 
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rick ;  and  there,  upon  my  foul,  all  the  world 
are  gone  mad  about  running  beyond  lea,  in 
fearch  after-^-1  think  it  is  emigrations  they  call 
them, 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  that  there  has 
been  a  prodigious  ddertion.  - 

O'  Flan.  Prodigious  !  upon  my  foul,  madam, 
in  a  hundred  miles  riding,  I  did  not  meet 
with  a  human  cratur,  except  flieep  and  o^en, 
to  tell  me  the  road  ;  and  I  fhould  have  loft  my- 
felf  again  and  again,  but  for  the  mile-ftones, 
that  are  fo  kind  to  anfwer  your  queflions  with- 
out giving  you  the  trouble  to  afic  them  :  And 
fo,  being  defjrous  to  follow  my  neighbours'  ex- 
ample, I  have,  madam,  made  bold  to  come  over 
before  them. 

Fiaiv.  Right  j  one  would  not  like  to  be  laft 
in  the  chafe. 

O'  Flan.  True.  Now,  madam,  as  fome  emi- 
grations muft  be  better  than  other  fome,  I  ihould 
be  glad  to  be  recommended  to  one  of  the  bed. 

Flaw.  Why,  that  M/ill  be  no  very  difficult  mat- 
ter. Let  me  fee !  is  the  colledlor  of  the  win- 
dow-lights in  Falkland's  Ifland  difpofed  of? 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  have  not  heard  that  it  has  been 
given  away  \  but,  however,  if  it  fhould,  the  fur- 
veyorihip  of  the  woods  there  is  vacant,  I  am 
furc. 


THE    COZENERS,     n 

iFlaw.  Indeed  ?        \> 

G'  Flan.  And  pray,  madam,  is  that  a  lucra- 
tive place,  as  to  the  profit  ? 

Mrs.FL  Befides  the  falary,  for  perquifites 
you  are  to  have  all  the  loppings  and  toppings. 

Flaw.  Ay  ?  upon  my  word,  if  that  can  be 
got,  you  will  be  a  happy  man,.  Mr.  O'  Flan- 
nagan. 

O'  Flan.  Without  doubt,  Icfhall  be  in  very 
good  luck.  But  pray,  madam,  what  was  the 
name  of  the  Falklands  ?  / 

Mrs.  Fl.  Falkland's  IQand. 

O'  Flan:-  Ifland  !  true,  true.  But,  Mr.  Flaw,  is 
it  a  place  one  can  go  to  by  land  ?  becaafe  why> 
I  am  riot  over-fond  of  the  fea  ;  coming  over 
t'other  day  from  Donechedy,  it  tumbled  and 
jumbled,  and  rumbled  me  to  fuch  a  degree! 

Mrs.  FL  Mr.  Flaw— 

Flaw.  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  difficult. 

O'  Flan.  Why  then,  if  it  is  equally  the  fame^ 
I  mould  be  glad  to  have  an  emigration  in  fome 
other  parts. 

Mrs.  Fl.  There  was  a  thing  that  I  gotyefter-* 
day  for  a  relation  of  mine,  that  would  have  fuited 
this  gentleman. 

O'  Flan-.  Pray,  what  might  that  be  ? 
•    Mrs.  FL   A  tidewaiter's  place  in  the  inland 
part  of  America. 

C  2  -    VFlan. 
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O'  Flan.  Inland  !  that  would  jull  do  to  a  TV 

•Flaw.  Wiiy,  you  mav  eaftly  provide  in  ibme 
Other  way  for  your  coufvrK 

Mrs:  FL  That's  true  -,  but  then,  you  know, 
he  has  put  himielf  to  ibme  expenrce,  m  fitting 
fliinfctf  out  for  the 

-;c*.  Ob  !   I  dare  fay  Mr.  O'Flannagan  will 
be  glad  to  reimburfe  him. 

Or Flan.  That  I  will ;  and  give  him  a  good 
Jpill  for  his  refjgnatiorr,  into  the  bargain. 

Mrs.  FL  Well,  Sir,  if  you  will  call  here  to- 
morrow,- we  will  try  to  bring  matters  to  bear-, 
and [Or  Flan,  going. ^ 

1'iciiv.   Th>«  will  be  a  damn'd  fine  thing,  if 

you  can  get  it. -Hark'ee  !   a  word    in  your 

car!   if  you  dilcharge  well  your  duty,  you  will 
be  found  in  tar  and  feathers  for  nothing. 

O*  Flan.  Tar  and  feathers  ?  ami  what  the 
devil  will  I  do  wid  them,. my  dear? 

I'iauu.  When  properly  mixed,  they  make  a 
genteel  kind  of  drefs,.  which  is  fometimes  wore 
in  that  climate. 

O'  Flan.  Oh  !  what,  I  fuppofe,  a  kind  of 
Knen,  like  that  at  Belfaft,  that  the  natives  male- 
factor  themfelves. 

Flaw.  True.  And  they  will  fhew  you  the  beft 
manner  to  wear  it ;  it  is  very  light,  keeps  out  the 
rain,  and  flicks  extremely  cloic  to  the  Ikin. 

O'flan* 
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Q'Flan.  Indeed  !(  That  is  very  .convanient. 
Why,  as  this  place  feems  to  fuk  me  fo  well^ 
before  I  get  the  nomination,  by  way  of  bind- 
ing the  bargain,  had  not  I  better  give  fomc 
carneft  beforehand  ? 

Flaw.  That  will  be  making  things  fure. 

O'  Flan.  Here  is  a  fifty-pound  note  of  La- 
touche's,  payable  at  fight  in  a  fortnight. 

Mrs.  FL  Vaftly  well!  I  fhall  take  proper 
care  on't. 

O'  Flan.  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all.  Feathers  that 
keep  out  the  rain  ?  they  muft  be  ducks',  to  be 
fure,  becaafe  they  are  ufed  to  the  water  :  I  can't 
help  thinking*  Mr.  Flaw,  when  I  have  got  or» 
the  drefs,  how  like  a  goole  I  (hall  look.  \JLxit* 

Flaw.  Here  is  the  note. 

Mrs.  FL  This  was  lucky  beyond  expecl:a-< 

tion  !  If  this  goes  on,  in  a  little  time  we  fball 

grow  as  rich  as  a  keeper  of  one  of  the  capital 

club$.  [^  rap  af  fbe  doer, 

, '.v'     Enter  a  Servant. 

Sfrv.  A  gentleman-  below  wiflies  to  fee  Mr- 
Flaw. 

Flaw.  What  fort  of  a  perfori  ? 

Serv.  Vaft  finely  drefs'd,  pleafe  your— -2 

Flaw.  Oh !  I  know.  Shew  him  up  !— The 
Kraelhe  I  was  telling  you  of. 
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Mrs.  PL  What,  Mr.  Mofes  Manafles  ? 
Flaw.  The  fame. 

Enter  Mofes  Mana/es. 

Walk  in,  Mr.  ManafTes  !  this,  Sir,  is,  the  lady. 
Mojes.  I  vas  never  lee  a  more  finer  vomans 
fince  I  vas  born.  Madam,  I  vas  take  de  li- 
berty to  beg-a  your  protection  upon  a  littel 
affairs. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Sir,  any  friend  of  Mr.  Flaw's 

Mofes.  I  vas  live  in  de  fheety  •,  but  I  have 
great  ambition  to  refide  at  de  court-end  of  d<h 
to\vn. 

Mrs.  Fl.  City  ?  I  could  not  have  imagined 
that  a  gentleman  of  your  drefs  and  addrels  would 
fubmit  to  live  in  the  city. 

Mofes.  Madam,  you  vas  exceeding  polite,  in- 
deed :  I  always  finds  de  ladies  very  partial  to  me ; 
I  vas  have  de  honour  to  be  chofe  laft  veek  inaifter 
of  de  ceremony  to  de  Mile-End  afTembly  ;  and 
Mrs.  Alderman  herfclf  make  alvays  choice  of  me 
for  de  cotilions. 

Mrs.  FL  I  make  not  the  lead  doubt  of  your 
great  fuccefs  with  the  ladies. 
Mofes.  Oh,  madam  ! 

FLi'jo.  Mr.  Manafles,  madam,  is  modeft  :  The 
City  ?  his  fuccefs  has  not  been  confined  to  the 
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city;  many  a  heart-ach  has  he  given,  to  rqen. 
of  confcquence  too,  let  me  tell  you,  on  this  fide 
the  Bar. 

Mofes.  Oh,  fy,  fy,  maifter  Flaw  ! 
.    Flaw.  What!  don't  I  know?  did  not. you 
occafion  the  feparation  between  Mrs.  Modifh  o£ 
Mary  bone  and  her  hufband  ?' 

Mofes.  Ohy  fy,  fy !  a  flam,  indeed,  Mr. 
Flaw. 

Flaw.  Pooh  !  befides,  was  not  you  fcen  dur- 
ing all  the  laft  fummer,  lounging  on  horfeback^ 
through  all  the  lone  lanes  about  Chelfea  an4 
Fulham,  with  young  lady  Harrow-heart  ? 

Mofes.,  All  fcandaj,  upon  my  honour. 

Flaw.  Zounds  !  why,  have  nop  I  heard  the 
young  fellows  at  Betty's,  when  you  have  been 
parting  by  with  lady  Kitty  Carmine,  in  her 
new  vis-a-vis,  exclaim,  "  Look,  look !  there 
*'  is  Mofes  again !  dammee,  I  can't  conceive 
"  what  the  ladies  can  fee  in  that  pencil-felling, 
"  mongrel  Manafles  !  Gad,  I  fancy 'he  catches 
"  women,  as  people  do  quails,  with  his  pipe.'* 

Mofes.  Dat  ;s  all  fpite,  all  malice,  on  my 
honour ! 

Mrs.  FL  Pipe  ?  what,  does  he  fing  ? 

Flaw.  He  ?  the  voice  of  Squaliache,  with  the 

ftc  and  manner  of  Milltco, 
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"  Ven  faw  you  my  fader  ? 
"  Ven  faw  you  my  moder  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  fee,  I  fee  :  Nay,  then,  I  don't  won- 
der. 

Flaw,  ^efides  all  this,  matter  Moles  is  an  ab- 
folute  Proteus  -t  in  every  elegance,  at  the  top  of 
the  tre$. 

Mrt.W.  Indeed? 

Flaw.  From  his  prefent  drefs,  you  would 
think  that  all  his  days  were  fpent  in  a  drawing- 
room. 

Mrs.  PL  Without  doubt. 

flaw.  Bu$  were  you  to  fee  him  on  the  turf,  at 
Newmarket,  in  his  Tyburn-topp'd  wig,  tight 
boots,  and  round  hat,  you  would  fwcar  h« 
had  never  handled  any  thing  but  a  curry- 
comb fince  he  was  born.  Why,  he  has  rid 
matches. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Really  ? 

Flaw.  Many. 

Mofes.-  No,  madam  •,  but  vone,  on  my  vbrd  » 
a  match  with  Lord  Billy  Booty  :  I  vas  firft, 
hard  in  hand  on  a  canter  ;  my  Lord  came  fide 
by  fide,  give  a  little  bit  of  chuck  vid  de  elbow, 
and  pop  me  plump  into  de  ditch  of  de  Devil  ; 
and  de  people  all  hollow  ! 

Ms, 
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Mrs.  Ft.  Brutes  !~/ery  unlucky  indeed.  But 
pray,  Mr.  ManafTes,  how  can  I  ferve  you  ?  I 

mould  be  happy  to 

Mofes.  Why,  madam,  in  vone  vord— I  fhould 
be  glad  to  be  as  well  wid  de  gentlemen  as  Mrk 
Flaw  fay  I  be  wid  de  ladies ;  and  if,  by  your 
affiilance,  I  could  get  into  de  Boodles,  de  Al- 
macks,  or  vone  of  de  clubs— — 

Mrs.  PL  Blefs  me !  is  it  poffible  that  you  are 
not  a  member  ? 

Mofes,  1  vas  often  put  up ;  but  dey  ajways 
give  me  de  black  ball. 

Mrs.  PL  Blefs  me !  what  can  be  the  mean- 
ing of  that  ? 

Mofes.  I  don't  know;  perhaps  my  religion 
was  de  objection. 

Mrs.  Fl.    I   mould   hardly   think    them   fo 
fqueamifn  as  that:  The  dice  are  indeed  often 
call'd  Doctors ;    but,   by  the  large  evacuation 
they  caufc,   I  mould  rather  think  them  gradu- 
ates of  phyfic,  than  of  divinity:  No,  no.;  that 
can't  be  the  cafe.    Lee  me  fee  !  — perhaps  you 
have  had  dealings  with  fome  of  the  club. 
Mcfes*  Yes  $  1  have  de  little  annuity. 
Mrs.  FL    Oh   ho  !—-fo   you    have  been  ad- 
mitted into  the  Jerufalem-Chamber  ? 
Mofes.  Yes,  yes,  very  often. 

P  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Fl.  Oh  !  then  the  bufinefs  is  out  •,  there 
then  is  the  realbn  at  once. 

Mofes.  How  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Some  of  the  parties,  I  fuppofe,  flow 
in  their  payments  ? 

Flaw.  And  there  is  nothing  thole  gentlemen 
dread  fo  much  as  meeting  a  dun  there.  , 

Mrs.  Fl.  But  I  dare  lay  Mr.  ManaiTcs,  at 
fuch  a  place,  would  be  above  dropping  a  hint. 

Mofes.  Oh,  fy  !   madam,  upon  no  account. 

Mrs.  FL  Very  well !  why  then,  I  may  ven- 
ture to  aflfure  them  as  much? 

Mofes.  Sure,  vidout  doubt. 

Flaw.  But,  however,  madam,  tho'  ibme  of 
the  old  dons  mould  be  crufty 

Mrs.  FL  To  be  fure,  means  might  be  uled  to 
get  over  that  bar. 

Flaw.   Eafy  enough,  I  mould  think. 

Mrs.  FL  Let  us  fee!  (luffing  the  negative 
fide  of  the  box,  that  she  black  balls  cannot 
defcend. 

Flaw.  Or  advancing  or  retarding  the  clock. 

Mrs.  Fl.  True-,  but  then  the  waiters  fliould 
be  properly  fpoke  to. 

Flaw.  Oh,  I  dare  fay  Mr.  Manaffes  does  not 
mirid,  upon  fuch  an  occafion. 

Mofes.  Oh,  not  at  all ;  I  am  ready  to  part 
vid  de  money. 

Flaw. 
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Flaw.  I  dare  fay.  *Yhy,  do  you  confider  that 
a  feat  there,  as  Mr.  ManafTes  can  manage 

Mrs.  Fl.  May  turn  out  better  for  him,  per- 
haps, than  a  borough. 

Mofes.  Den  I  may  rely  upon  you,  madam  ? 

Mrs,  Fl.  Give  yourfelf  no  further  trouble 
about  it. 

Mcfes:  I  have  de  honor,  ma'am  \Sping. ' 

Mrs.  FL  But  mould  not  Manafics  make  a 
dcpofit  ?  [Apart  to  FlaiJi\ 

Flaw.  Tobefure. — Mr.  Manafies  !  well,  Sir, 
I  wifh  you  joy,  Sir :  What,  we  are  to  have  a 
lottery,  I  find  ? 

M'jfes.  Dat  is  all  fixed  ;  dere  is  no  danger  of 
dat.  I  think,  madam,  dere  is  no  finer  fight  can 
be,  dan  to  fee  de  lottery-lanthorns  hang  up  in 
de  ftreets,  vid  large  red  letters,  write  on  all  fides  ; 
it  is  fo  noble  ! 

Mrs.  Fl.  An  elegant  ornament,  it  muft  be 
confcfs'd,  to  a  capital  city  :  Befides,  if  the 
pafiion  for  play  cannot  be  fupprefs'd,  all  that 
human  wifdom  can  do,  is  to  turn  private  vices 
to  the  ufe  of  the  public. 

Mofes.  True,  true. 

Flaw.  I  fuppofe  you  are  an  adventurer, 

Mofes.  Ay,  ay  ;  I  have  my  (hare,  to  be  fure. 

Flaw.  Mrs.  Fleece'em  was  faying,  .that  me 
had  fume  thoughts  of  trying  her  fortune. 

D  2  Mofes. 
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Mofes.  By  all  means  ^  I  wifh  her  much  luck ! 

Flaw.  If  you  fhould  have  any  tickets  about 
you 

Mofes.  Perhaps  de  lady  may  have  de  fancy  to 
de  particular  number. 

Flaw.  No,  no  •,  we  are  not  fuperftitious  as  to 
the  number  \  it  is  the  numbers  we  wifh  to  get 
at. 

Mofes.  Dere  is,  madam,  a  couple  de  meets : 
Would  you  give  de  draft  on  de  banker  ?  dey 
are  at  prefent  mufh  above  par.  Let  me  fee  ! 

Flaw.  Oh,  as  to  the  price,  we  don't  trouble 
our  heads  about  that ;  we  will  fettle  that  fom^ 
other  time  -,  make  a  deduction,  you  know,  for 
what  madam  beftows  upon  the  waiters. 

Mofes.  True,  true  !  Well,  madam,  your  mod 
humble  !  you  may  tell  de  club  dat  I  (hall  make 
de  very  good  member  •,  for  now  and  den  I  love 
to  play  a  little  myfelf. 

Mrs.  Fl.  You  do  ? 

Mofes.  Yes ;  to  fet  de  cafter  at  hazard  ;  and 
hold  de  Pharoh-bank  wid  de  cards, 

Flaw,  Be  cautious,  or  you  may  meet  with  your 
match. 

Mofes.  Never  fear !  ven  I  vas  play,  I  always 
do  keep  myfelf  up  for  de  purpofc,  like  de  right- 
ing cock,  or  de  horfe. 

Mrs,  Ft. 
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Mrs.  Fl.  Very  right*. for  intemperance  upon 
fuch  an  occafion • 

Mofes.  It  would  be  de  devil,  as  I  eats  fo  little, 
and  drinks  nothing  at  all. 

Flaw.  No  ? 

Mcfes.  No,  never  at  cards ;  de  claret  would 
turn  all  topfy-turvey  :  no,  no,  I  mud  take  care 
not  to  drown  Pharoh  again  in  de  Red  Sea. 

[Exit  Manaffes. 

Flaw,  and  FL  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Mrs.  FL  Oh  !  have  you  advertifed  an  honour- 
able feat  to  be  fold  ? 

Flaw.  I  never  neglect  bufinefs,  you  know  j 
but  the  perpetuating  this  damn'd  bribery-act 
has  thrown  fuch  a  rub  in  our  way 

Mrs.  FL  New  acts,  like  new  brooms,  make 
a  little  buftle  at  firft;  but  the  dirt  will  re- 
turn, never  fear.  What,  have  no  offers  been 
made  ? 

Flaw.  A  fhort  note  from  a  broker,  who 
hopp'd  out  of  the  Alley,  into  a  good  eftate  in  the 
North.  By  the  firft  fhips  I  expect  fome  goo4 
fubjects  from  the  fiege  of  Tanjore. 

Mrs.  FL  A  fure  importation  of  candidates ;  they 
come  in  good  time,  for  in  fuch  a  country  as  this, 
what  fignifies  cam  without  confequence  ? 

Flaw.  True ;  which  in  order  to  get,  what  they 
acquire  by  conq-  ~ft  they  expend  in  corruption. 

Mrs. 
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F/.  Whilft  perhaps  a  borough,  pretty 
vrarmly  contefted,  compels  the  unhappy  hero  to 
nrakeai>cond  triptotheEaft. — [Knocking.']  Who 
can  that  be  ? 

:  :cr.   Had  not  I  better  withdraw  ? 
M's.  Fl.  Firft,  fee  who  it  is. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Mrs.  Simony,  madam,  below  in  a 
chair. 

flaw.   Shew  her  up,  by  all  means. 
.  7-7.   Simony  ? 

ffayj,  'i'li'-  Doctor's  lady,  ab-jut  the  living,- 
you  know. 

'rs.  FL  I  remember  •,  but  I  thought  the  Dae- 
tor  himfelf  a 

Flaw.  A  late  miftake  has  made  him  a  little 
cautious  at  preicnt. 

Mrs.  Fl.  A  burnt  child  dreads  .the — B.K, 
pray,,  what  kind  of  a  woman  is 

/'7<:'::T.  An  abfolute  gofllp  :  Your  fiiire  in  the 
fcene  will  be  fnort :  Let  her  run  en  ;  fiie  n.-iti:jr 
expedis,  nor  dcfires  a  reply.  Here  (he  is. 

Enter  Mrs.   Sir.icr.y. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Madam,  I  am  your  obedient,  and 
very  ckvoted  !  iMr.  Flaw,  I  am  entirely  yours !  ti-n 

iho 
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thouland  pardons  for  \uaiting  upon  you  in  th'w 
ciiihabille  !  but  I  ftay'd  fo  late  lad  night  at  lady 
Lurch'em's  affembly,  that  1  have  had. but  juft 
time  to  huddle  on  my  things ;  and  flow  I  have  net 
five  minutes  to  fpare,  as  I  pr.om'is'd  precifely.  ac 
twelve  to  caJl  on  lady  Frolic,  to  take  a  turn-in 
Kenfington-Gardens,  to  fee  both  the  exhibitions^ 
the  ftain'd  glafs,  dwarf,  gian^-and  Cox's -Mu- 
feum.  Mr.  Flaw,  I  prefume,  has  mentioned 
our  little  affair.  The  Dodor  would  have  wait- 
ed on  you  himfclf ;  but  men  bum,  arfd  ba;  and 
.are  fo  roundabour,  auk  ward,  and  fhy !  now  I 
•am  always  for  coming  plump  to  the  point:  Be- 
fides,  women  bed  underfland  one  another,  you 
know.  But,  as  I  was  faying,  the  patron  of  the 
bufmefs  in  queftion  is,  as  we  underftand^  a  ne^r 
friend  and  relation  of  yours. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Madam,  I  (hall  be  happy  to • 

Mrs.  Sim.  Your  patience,  madam !  for  I  have 
not  a  moment  to  fpare.  Now,  as  it  cannot  be 
fuppofed  that  fome  people  fhould  do  favours 
for  other  people,  \vith  which  people  thofe  pe»>- 
ple  are  not  acquainted,  I  am  ready  to  advance—- 
for the  Doftor  knows  nothing  about  it. 

Mrs.  FL  How,  madam  ?  I  underftood— 
Mrs.  Sim.  The  Doctor  ?  not  he,  \  aflure  you, 
/madam-,   entirely  ignorant,    in   every    refpect : 
Now,  if  fuch  a  favour  can  be  obiata'd,  I  aq^ 

readr 
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ready  to  depofit,  as  Mr.  Flaw  has  doubtlefs  in* 
formed  you 

Mrs.  Fl.  Why,  I  can't  fay,  madam,  but  it  is 
very  handfome. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Nay,  madam,  the  party  will  lofe 
no  credit  by  doing  what  is  defired  :  The  Doc- 
tor's powers  are  pretty  well  known  about  town  -, 
not  a  more  populous  preacher  within  the  found 
of  Bow-bell  •,  I  don't  mean  for  the  mobility- 
only  ;  tbofe  every  canting  fellow  can  catch  j 
the  beft  people  of  fafliion  ar'n't  afhamed  to  fol* 
low  my  Doctor :  Not  one,  madam,  of  the  hum- 
drum, drawling,  long-winded  tribe;  he  never 
crams  congregations,  gives  them  more  than  they 
can  carry  away  ;  not  above  ten  or  twelve  mi- 
nutes at  moft. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Indeed  ? 

Mrs.  Sim.  Even  the  dowager-duchefs  of 
Drowfy  was  never  known  to  nod  at  my  Doctor  j 
and  then  he  doefn't  pore,  with  his  eyes  clofe  to 
the  book,  like  a  clerk  that  reads  the  firft  leflbn ; 
not  he !  but  all  extemporary,  madam ;  with  a 
cambrick  handkerchief  in  one  hand,  and  a  dia- 
mond ring  on  the  other :  And  then  he  waves 
this  way,  and  that  way ;  and  he  curtfics,  and 
he  bows,  and  he  bounces,  that  all  the  people 

are  ready  to But  then  his  wig,  madam  1 

•I  am  fure  you  muft  admire  his  dear  wig ;  not 

with 
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with  the  bufhy,  brewn  buckles,  dangling  and 
dropping,  like  a  Newfoundland  fpaniel }  but 
fliort,  rounded  off  at  the  ear,  to  fhew  his  plump 
cherry  cheeks  ;  white  as  a  curd,  feather- topped, 
and  the  curls  as  clofe  as  a  cauliflower. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Why  really,   madam 

Mrs.  Sim,  Then,  my  Doctor  is  none  of  your 
fcifmatics,  madam;  believes  in  the  whole 
thirty- nine;  and  fo  he  would,  if  there  were 
nine  times  as  many. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Very  obedient. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Obedient !  As  humble  and  meek  as  a 
curate ;  does  duly  his  duties ;  never  fcruples  to 
bury,  though  it  be  but  a  tradefman — unlels, 
indeed,  he  happens  to  be  better  engaged. 

Mrs.  FL  Why,  with  all  thefe  good  qualities, 
I  fliould  think  our  fuccefs  muft  be  certain. 

Mrs.  Sim.  With  your  affiftance,  madam,  I 
have  not  the  leaft  doubt  in  the  world :  So, 
madam,  begging  your  pardon  for  having  in- 
truded fo  long,  I  leave  Mr.  Flaw  and  you  to 
confer  on  the  fubjecl:.— Not  a  ftep,  I  befeech 
you. — Lord  blefs  me  !  I  had  like  to  have  forgot : 
My  memory,  as  the  Doctor  fays,  is  fo  very  te- 
nacious, that  it  is  not  one  time  in  twenty  I  can 
remember  the  text.  Befides  all  I  have  faid,  my 
X)ocT:or,  madam,  porTefies  a  pretty  little  poetical 
"E  vein : 
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vein  :  I  have  brought  you  here  a  little  hymn  rft 
my  pocket. 

Mrs.  FL  Madam,  you  are  very 

Mrs.  Sim.  Of  which  the  Dactor  defires  your 
opinion. 

Mrs.  FL  Hymn  ?  then  the  Doctor  fings,  I 
pfefume. 

Mrs.  Sim.  Not  a  better  pipe  at  the  playhoufe ; 
he  has  been  long  notorious  for  that :  Then  he 
is  as  chearful,  and  has  fuch  a  choice  collection 
of  fongs  !  why,  he  is  conftantly'  afked  at  the 
great  city-fea'fts;  and  does,  I  verily  believe, 
more  in-door  chriftnings  than  any  three  of  the 
cloth.  But  this  compofition,  madam,  is  of  a 
different  kind  :  It  is  but  ihort;  but  if  the  party, 
your  worthy  friend  and  relation,  fhould  happen 
to  like  the  manner  of  writing,  he  has  a  much 
longer  one  for  his  immediate  perufal. — Madam, 

I  am  your  obfequious,  and  very  devoted 

Not  a  ftep,  my  good  Mr.  Flaw  !  my  chairmen 
are,  you  know,  in  waiting.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  FL  A  hymn  ?  what  the  deuce  can  the 
woman  mean  by  a  hymn  ?  Let  me  fee  ! — "  Pro- 
"  mife  to  pay  to  the  bearer  one  hundred  pounds, 
<f  for  the  governor  and  company" — Ay,  marry, 
this  is  coming  plump  to  the  bufmefs :  No  man 
can  deny,  Mr.  Flaw,  but  thefe  lines  are  Iterling. 

Jf 
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Jf  the  Doctor's  profe  is  as  good  as  his  poetry, 
I  don't  wonder  he  has  fo  many  admirers.  But 
when  fhall  I  fee  you  ? 

Flaw.  Immediately  after  I  have  paid  my 
provincials  a  vifit. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Oh,  then  I  may  have  time  to  execute 
a  little  fcherne  of  my  own. 

Flaw.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Mrs.  PI.  One  that  will  turn  put  both  pleafant 
and  profitable  :  You  know  the  prim  mercer,  not 
far  from  St.  Paul's  f 

Flaw.  What,  young  Prig,  that  prefents  you 
an  eternal  attitude  to  all  hacks  of  the  city,  and 
Hands  in  ftiff  buckle  before  his  own  fliop,  like 
a  fign  ? 

Mrs,  Fl.  Even  he. 

Flaw.  The  fellow  is  a  fop,  to  be  fure ;  but 
you  will  not  find  it  an  eafy  matter  to  gull  him; 
the  coxcomb  is  fufpicious  and  guarded. 

Airs.  FL  Againfb  a  common  contrivance, 
perhaps  j  otherwife  he  would  be  no  object  for 
one  of  my -original  genius.  Befides,  there  is  a 
necefiity  for  fome  new  filks  to  grace  my  niece's 
nuptials,  you  know. 

Vlaw.  True,  true :  Well,  fuccefs  attend  you  ! 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Be  in  no  pain  about  me.  Who's 
there  ? 

E  2  Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Order  the  carriage  to  the  door ;  and  do  you  and 
the  coachman  put  on  your  bed  liveries. 

«SVry.  Yes,  madam. 

Mrs.  Fl.  And,  do  you  hear,  John  ?  if  they 
ihould  be  inquifitive,  where  I  flop,  as  to  my 
place  of  abode,  give  'em  no  information :  I 
Ihould  be  forry  to  have  it  known,  that  one  of 
my  rank  and  fortune  was  pent  up  in  a.  paltry 
lodging. 

Serv.  Your  ladyfhip  need  be  under  no  fears, 

Mrs.  FL  If,  at  coming  from  the  mercer's,, 
where  I  lhall  go  firft,  the  mafter  of  the  (hop 
fhould  get  into  the  coach,  drive  to  doctor 
Hellebore's,  who  you  know  is  famous  for 
curing  of  mad  folks ;  the  third  door  to  the  left 
in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

Serv.  I  fhall  give  the  coachman  directions. 

Mrs.  Fl.  And,  John  !  if  any  body  fhould  call 
in  my  abfence,  let  them  know  that  I  am  gone, 
with  the  countefs  of  Carnaby,  to  fee  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  great  trial  in  Weftminfter-Hall. 

Serv,  Mighty  well,  madam.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Fl.  That  fellow  has  uncommon  talents, 
for  one  of  his  ftation  :  What  a  matchlefs  porter 
would  he  make  to  a  great  m'mifter !  for  he  lies 
like  an  attorney,  and  his  mufcles  are  as  fteady 
as  thofc  of  his  mafter.  [Exit. 

ACT 


H 
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ACT     II.     SCENE    I, 

A  Bagnio.     Enter  Flaw  followed  by  Tom. 

Flaw. 
A  V  E  not  you  a  family  here,  that  came 


lately  out  of  the  country  ? 

Tom.  I  fuppofe  you  mean,  Sir,  Mr.  Aircaftle, 

Flaw.  I  do  ;  is  the  gentleman  within  ? 

Tom.  In  the  back  dining-room,  up  one  pair  of 
flairs. 

Flaw.  Will  you  let  him  know  there  is  a  perfon 
wifhes  to  fee  him  ?  If  he  wants  to  know  my 
name 

Tom.  I  can  tell  him. 

Flaw.  Ay  ?  why,  have  we  been  ever  acquainted  ? 

Tom.  What !  have  you  forgot  Tom,  mailer 
Flaw,  at  the  Crown  and  Rolls  in  Chancery-Lane  ? 

Flaw.  I  recollect.  But  I  thought,  by  this 
time,  you  had  fet  up  for  yourfelf :  You  feemed 
in  a  very  good  way. 

Tom.  Pretty  well,  matter,  for  that  part  of  the 
town  :  But,  Lord,  Sir,  the  penurious  pence  of  the 
lawyers  won't  do  for  us,  who  are  the  fuperior 
knights  of  the  napkin  j  after  poring  an  hour  over 
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a  fix  and  eight-penny  bill,  "  Here,  Tom,  give  us 
"  change!  and  mind,  there  is  a  groat  for  yourfclf :" 
How  was  it  poflible  toiupport  a  girl  and  a  gelding 
upon  fuch  a  two-penny  tax  ?  it  could  not  be. 

Flaw.  That  is  true,  indeed. 

'Tom.  No,  no.  So,  dipping  pretty  deeply  in 
debt,  I  got  a  friendly  commifiion  of  bankruptcy 
to  difcharge  my  old  fcores,  and  removed  to  this 
end  of  the  town. 

Flaw.  Where  you  thrive,  without  doubt. 

lorn.  To  give  you  a  fample — It  was  but  laft 
night,  Sir  Ralph  Riot  moved,  that  every  man  in 
theclubfhouldgivethe  waller  twoguineas  a-piece, 
juft  by  way  of  Jurfrijing  the  raical. 

Flaw.  And  it  was  carried  ? 

Vow.  O\\ynem. con. — the  members  never  flinch 
at  a  frolic. 

Flaw.  I  wifh  you  joy  of  your  flation  ! — But 
pray,  by  what  accident  came  the  family  above  to 
your  houfe  ?  There  mult  have  been  fome  miftake 
in  the  matter  ;  for  they  are  people  of  very  good 
imputation. 

fern.  I  can't  guefs.  Only  that  the  town  is  thin, 
and  bufmefs  begins  to  grow  dead,  we  mould  hardly 
have  given  them  admittance  ;  they  are  a  ilrange 
unaccountable  tribe:  Pray  who  the  deuce  are  they  ? 

Flaw.  A  refpectable  family,  from  the  county  of 
Wilts,  with  a  very  good  landed  eftate,  I  allure  you, 

Tm, 
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Tom.  On  which,  I  fuppofe,  the  'fquire  con- 
defcends  to  kill  his  own  meat ;  and  madam,  fa  is 
lady,  to  drefs  it :  Then  it  is  one  eternal  wrangle 
between  them,  conducted  in  a  language  pretty 
near  as  coarfe  as  their  carter's. 

Flaw.  They  have  been  bred  in  a  ftate  of  Nature, 
Tom. 

Tom.  The  hufband,  for  once  or  twice,  is  enter- 
taining enough  :  He  fets  out  to  inform  you  in  a 
moft  material  point,  as  he  thinks,  which  he  for- 
fakes  in  an  inftant  to  follow  fome  other  circum- 
ftance,  not  material  at  all  -,  this  he  foon  quits  for 
another,  and  foon  for  another,  if  you  will  give  him 
attention.  He  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  pack  of 
hounds  in  a  hare-warren  i  by  eternally  Ihifting  the 
game,  the  purfuit  never  ends. 

Flaw.  You  have  him,  Tom ;  Mr.  Aircaftle  is, 
I  own,  very  prolix  and  digrefllve. 

I'om.  Unlefs  I  am  miftaken,  the  fon  has  an  old 
acquaintance  here  in  the  houfe. 

Flaw.   Ay  ? 

'I'om.  Mifs  Betfy  Bloflbm,  one  of  our  ladies,  who 
comes,  1  fancy,  from  their  part  of  the  world  :  She 
wifties  to  avoid  the  father  and  mother,  but  hints 
that  (he  has  good  reafon  to  remember  the  fon. 

Flaw.  Perhaps  fo. 

Tom.  Madam  the  mother  too,  who  is  ftill  a  jolly 
bri(k  dame,  feems  determined  to  make  the  moft  of 
her  time. 

Flaw. 
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Flaw.  How  fo  ? 

Tom.  She  has  difpatched,  this  morning,  a  billet 
to  Col.  Gorget,  an  old  matter  of  mine. 

Flaw.  If  they  are  at  prefent  alone,  you  will  be 
fo  kind  to  announce  me. 

Tom.  Thofe  ftairs  lead  to  their  door ;  there  is 
no  occafion  for  a  matter  of  the  ceremonies. 

[Exit  Flaw. 
Mifs!  MifsBetfy! 

Enter  Bctfy. 

Well ;  have  yon  encountered  your  Corydon  ? 

Betfy.  No  }  I  have  carefully  kept  myfelf  out 
of  his  way. 

Tom.  Then  now  throw  yourfelf  into  it,  as  foon 
as  you  can  •,  for,  unkfs  you  prevent  it,  I  can  fore- 
fee  a  defign  to  difpofe  of  him  in  a  very  different 
manner. 

Betfy.  In  the  interim,  I  could  wifh  to  have  him 
all  to  myfelf  -,  no  danger  of  an  interruption  from 
the  father  and  mother. 

Tom.  Watch  then  when  they  arc  out  of  the 
Tray.  But  remember  you  run  no  rifque  in  over- 
acting your  part ;  treat  him  with  a  large  dim  of 
daggers,  death,  and  defpair. 

Betfy.  Never  fear ;  I  know  how  to  proportion 
my  dofe. 

Tom.  Are  you  prepared  with  the  two  v%rfes  I 

gave  you  ? 

Betfy. 
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Betfy.  Yes>  yes  -,  fend  I  warrant  will  thunder 
them  with  good  effect  in  his  ears. 

2om.  Succeis  attend  you,  my  girl !    [Exeunt* 

Scene  changes  to  another  room. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Aircaftle  dif covered. 

Air.  Well,  well,  mark  the  er.d  on't !  this  will 
turn  out  like  all  the  reft  of  your  projects. 

Mrs.  Air.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  will  you 
never  give  over  your  grumblings  ?  I  thought  I  had 
Convinced  you,  before  you  left  home,  that  Lon- 
don was  the  only  fpot  for  people  to  thrive  in. 

Air.  Convinced  me  ?  Did  not  I  tell  you  what 
parfonPrunellofaid — I  remember  Mrs.  Lightfoo: 
was  by — me  had  been  brought  to-bed,  that  day 
was  a  month,  of  a  very  fine  boy — a  bad  birth  *, 
for  Doctor  Seeton,  who  ferved  his  time  with. 
Luke  Lancet  of  Guife's — there  was  a  talk  about 
him  and  Nancy  the  daughter — me  afterwards 
married  Will  Whitlow,  another  apprentice,  who 
had  great  expectations  from  an  old  uncle  in  the 
Qrenades ;  but  he  left  all  to  a  diftant  relation, 
Kit  Cable,  a  midmipman  aboard  the  Torbay' — 
ftie  was  loft,  coming  home,  in  the  Channel — the 
captain  was  taken  up  by  a  coafter  from  Rye, 
loaded  with  cheefe 

•Mrs.  Air.  Mercy  upon  me,  Mr,  Aircaftle,  at 
F 
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a  rate  you  run  on  !  What  has  all  this  t<f 
do  with  our  coming  to  London  ? 

Air.  Why,  I  was  going  to  tell  you  ;  but  you 
will  never  have  patience  ! 

Mrs.  Air*  More  than  ever  woman  poflerTed. 
"vVould  you.  I  lay,  be  contented  to  fpring,  grow, 
and  decay,-  in  the  fame  country  fpot,  like  a 
Cabbage  ? 

Air.  Yes  ;  provided  I  left  behind  me  fome 
Bromifing  fprouts. 

Mrs.  Air.  What  !  have  you  no  ambition  ?  nor 
foul  ?  could  you  be  eafy  to  Hand  ftock-ftill, 
whilft  your  neighbours  are  advancing  all  round 
you  ?  Cottagers  are  become  fanners  ;  farmers 
dre  made  jufticesi  and  folks  that  travelled 
barefoot  to  London,  roll  down  again  in  their 
Coaches  and  chariots  j  but  flill  -we  ftick  f 

Air.  What  then?  For,  as  counfellor  Crab' 
fa  id  at  the  affixes  —  he  came  down  to  plead  for 
lSTcd  Nick'erh,  who  won  at  Bath  a  large  fum  of 
Lord  Lucklefs  —  the  principal  witnefs  was 
Chrillopher  Cogg'em  —  who  was  condemned  to- 
ri. c  pillor)'i  but  faved  by  Phil  Fang  the  attor- 
rtey  —  who  -- 

Mrs.  Air.  What  matters  what  any  body  faid  ? 
but  you'  are  always  flying  from  the  -- 

Air.  Whyr  what  a  pox  would  the  woman  be 
at?  —  Ha'n't  I  lopp-'d  off  a  handfome  limb  of 

my 
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my  land  to  put  your  hopeful  project  in 
.practice  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Well  j  and  rnuft  sot  every  body 
.who  ventures  in  the  lottery  of  life  firft  pay  for 
his  ticket? 

Air.  I  believe  Toby  will  hardly  thank  me 
for  going  into  the  wheel. 

Mrs.  Air.  No;  I  fuppofe  he  would  rather 
flay  at  home,  and  marry  Bet  Bloflpm  :  A  pretty 
alliance  he  had  like  to  have  given  us  ! 

Air.  But  you  know  I  drove  the  girl  put  of 
the  parifh. 

Mrs.  Air.  Are  there  none  of  the  fame  ftamp 
(left  behind  ? 

Air.  Well,  well ?  here  we  are,  and  y/hat's  tp 
jbe  done  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Our  firft  bufinefs  is  to  get  Toby 
difpofed  of;  upon  your  head,  we  will  confult 
Mr.-Flaw ;  as  to  my  affairs,  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Air.  And  as  for  Toby,  the  beft  method, 
you  think,  will  be 

Mrs.  Air.  To  advertife  the  boy,  to  be  fure. 

Air.  Do  you  think  fo  ?  Advertife  Toby  ?  I 
was  once  told  by  Tom  Type,  a  printer  of  one 
of  the  papers — he  was  tried  for  a  libel  before 
Sir  Philip  Flogg'em,  at  the  Old-Bailey — two, 
of  the  jury  died  that  ieffions  of  the  diftemper — 
^loctor  Drybones  recommended  vinegar  by  way 

F*  of 
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of  prevention  —  the  Doftpr  wore  the  ftrangeft 
black  wigs  !  —  they  were  made  by  Ben  Block'em, 
of  Bow-Street  —  I  dined  with  him  once,  when  he 
was  churchwarden,  upon  two  baftard  children  — 
we  had  a  haunch  of  venilon  —  the  venifon  was 
over-roafted,  and  flunk  —  but  doctor  Dewlap 
twitted  down  fuch  gobs  of  fat  - 

Mrs,  Air.  But  what  is  all  this  to  the  purpofe  ? 

Air.  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  if  you  wouki 
but  liflen  a  bit  ! 

Mrs.  Air.  What  did  Type  fay  ? 

Air.  That  he  never  knew  any  good  come  of 
that  kind  of  -  • 

Mrs.  Air.  Then  Type  was  a  fool  !  don't  we 
fee  by  the  news,  that  there  is  no  other  way 
of  making  matches  in  London  ? 

Air.  Well,  well  —  you  know  bed,  to  be  fure. 

Mrs.  Air.  Here  the  advertifement  is;  I  have 
penned  it  rnyfelf. 

Air.  You  penned  it  ?  Damn  me,  if  fhe  can 
fpell  a  fingle  fyllable  of  the  language  ! 

Mrs.  Air.  Call  the  boy  in  >  and  obferve,  Mr. 
Aircaftle,  if  he  correfponds  with  the  marks. 

A'tr.  Toby!  {Calling. 


Lord,  Mrs.  Aircaf.ie,  how  you  have  altered 
the  boy  !  why,  his  face  is  as  long  as  a  rkldle- 

ftick! 
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and  then  hg.  has  a  bundle  at  his  back,  as 
big  as  a  child  ! 

Mrs.  Air.  Pray,    Mr.  Aircaftle,  mind  your 
own  bufinefs,  I  beg!  would  you  have  him  drefied 
like  yourfclf,  in  a  fu it  of  cloaths  made   thirty 
years  ago,  when  you  were  fherifffor  the  county?— 
Toby,    ftand   forth !  «  Wanted,  for   a   youn«* 
"  gentleman  of  an  ancient  family,  and  a«w- 
•'<  able  perfon"-  Toby,  hold  up  your  head! 
tyfy.  I  does,  mother,  I  does. 
Mr.  It  is  impoflible,  my  dear,  the  boy  fliould 
ever  walk   in   that  manner;   why,    he  will  run 
againft  every  body  he  meets.     Toby,   do  you 
think  you  can  ftep  without  ftumbling  ? 

foby.  Not  in  the  ftreets;  but  crofs  a  room 
pretty  well,.  I  believe. 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Aircaftle,  have  you  no  idea 
of  grace?  Shoulders  back,  Tobys  and  cheft'a 
little  more  out ! 

!    ^/r.'Now,  child,  look   at  his  elbows  f  yqu 
have  pinioned  him  down  like  a  pickpocket. 
Mrs.  Air.  Grace,   Mr.  Aircaftle,  grace. 
Air.  Grace  ?  he  has  neither  grace,  nor  greafe ; 
his  breaft-bone  flicks  out  like  a  turkey's. 

Mrs.  Air.  Nothing  but  grace  !  I  wifli  you 
would  read  fome  late  Pofthumous  Letters  j  you 
would  then  know  the  true  value  of  grace:  Do 
you  know  that  the  only  way  for  a  young  man 

to 
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to  thrive  in  the  world,  is  to  get  a  large  difh  of 
hypocrify,  well  garnifhed  with  grace,  an  agree- 
able perfon,  and  a  clear  patrimonial  eftate  ?  —  • 
ft  A  wife  with  a  very  large  portion  :  If  the  for- 
gl  tune  anfwers,  proper  allowance  will  be  made 
et  for  perfon  and  mind.  The  party,  and  his 
cc  rent-roll,  may  be  feen  at  the  Lamb  in  Long-> 
"  Acre,  every  hour  of  the  day." 

Air.  Why,  this  will  bring  the  whole  town  to 
the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Air.  That  is  juft  what  I  intend  ;  the  rnor<5 
bidders,  the  better. 


Enter  1'om  and 

Tom.  Mr.  Flaw.  [Exit. 

Flaw.Good  folks,  you  are  welcome  to  London! 

Air.  Ay,  here  we  are,  Mr.  Flaw;  here's  Toby 
too. 

foby.  Yes,  here  I  am,  Mr.  Flaw. 

Flaw.  Blefs  me  !  what  a  change  !  I  fhould 
fcarce  have  known  him. 

Toby.  Yes,  I  fuppofe  I  am  pretty  much  altered^ 
being  garnifhed  with  grace. 

Air.  Ay.;  a  grace,  I  believe,  that  will  tempt 
nobody  to  tafte  of  the  difh. 

,VA  s.  Air.  Never  mind  him,  Mr.  Flaw;  he  i? 
a  defponding  creature,  you  know.  But,  as  3, 
proof  that  we  have  not  been  idle,  here  is  the. 

£dl  fruits  of  my  labour. 

Flaw. 
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Piano.  What  is  it? 

Mrs.  Air.  An  advertifemerit  to  procure  a 
partner  for  Toby. 

Flaw.  A  partner  ? 
'  J14™.  y#r.  Ay,  a  wife,  with  a  fui  table  fortune. 

Flaw.  I  hope  it  is  not  fent  to  the  papers. 

'Toby.  What,  the  notice  where  I  am  to  be 
ieen  ?  here  it  is  in  my  hand. 

Mrs.  Ait*.  Give  it  me ;  and  go  you  out,  and 
wait  'till  you  are  wanted  :  And  don't  liften ! 
d'ye  hear  ?  And,  Toby,  be  mindful  of  grace  t 
and,  d'ye  hear  ?  don't  laugh !  you  may  grin, 
indeed,  to  fhew  your  teeth,  and  your  mariners,: 

foty.  Will  that  do  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Pretty  well,  for  the  ftrft  time. 

[Exit  Toby* 

Flaw.  Blefs  me,  madam !  how  could  fuch  a 
thought 

Mrs.  Ait.  Don't  we  every  day  fee  fuch  things 
in  the  news  ? 

Flaw.  Ay,  from  an  old  maid  in  defpair,  a 
broken  millener,  or  a  tottering  tobacconifl. 

Air*  I  told  her  fo,  Mr.  Flaw :  Zoxrnds,  fays 
I,  you  treat  the  boy  as  if  he  was  a  white  bear, 
Or  an  oilrich — though  it  is  quite  a  miftake,  Mr. 
Flaw,  that  thofe  creatures  eat  iron-:  I  faw  one 
once  at  the  Checquer  at  Salifbnry — the  keeper's 
name  was  Evan  Thomas,  a  Welfhman— he  had 

'  but 
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but  one  hand — he  loft  the  other,  endeavouring 
to  fteal  a  piece  of  cheefe  out  of  a  rat-trap — the 
trap  went  down,  and 

Mrs.  Air.  Did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  a  man  ? 

Air.  And,  zounds,  why  muft  not  I  fpeak  ? 
fhe  likes  to  liflen  to  no  founds  but  her  own  i 
but  I  will  be  heard,  and 

Mrs.  Air.  And  fo  you  fhall,  when  you  talk. 
to  the  purpofe. 

Air.  Purpofe,  madam?  Damn  it,  I  would 
have  you  to  know 

Flaw.  Oh,  fy,  fy,  good  people  !  curb  your 
cholers  a  little  :  Confider  you  are  not  now  in 
the  country. 

Air.  Well,  well,  I  am  calm. 

Flaw.  Then,  to  return  to  our  bufmefs :  Be- 
fides,  my  good  madam,  I  had  provided  a  match 
that  would  have  completed  all  our  matters  at 
once. 

Mrs. Air.  How? 

Flqw.  A  lady,  an  acquaintance  of  mine,  lately 
arrived  with  her  niece  from  the  Indies 

Mrs.  Air.  And  rich  ? 

Flaw.  Enough  to  purchafc  the  fceptre  of 
Poland. 

Air.  How! 

Flaw.  Ay,  even  before  his  very  good  neigh- 
bours had  brought  that  monarchy  down  to  a 
inanor. 
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Air.  And  pray,  f  as  to  the  party  ? 

Flaw.  Fleece'em  is  the  name  of  the  aunt ; 
not  much  indebted  to  fortune ;  but  whoever  is 
happy  enough  to  marry  the  niece,  won't  fcruple, 
I  dare  fay,  to  procure  her  a  proper  provifion. 

Mrs.  Air,.  The  mod  reafonable  thing  in  the 
world. 

Flaw.  I  ventured  to  promife  as  much. 

Mrs.  Air.  Then  you  have  hinted  the  bufmefs  ? 

Flaw.  As  good  as  concluded.  As  marriage- 
bonds  are  illegal,  it  will  be  right  to  make  a 
depofit  before  the  folernnization. 

Mrs.  Air.  To  be  fure.  Now,  Mr.  Aircaftle, 
I  hope  1  was  right ;  for  feeing  a  little  caih 
might  promote  our  defigns,  I  got  him  to  fell 
Sycamore-farm,  and  we  have  brought  the 
money  to  town. 

Flaw.  How  much  might  the 

Mrs.  Air.  Five  thoufand. 

Flaw.  But,  with  a  few  diamonds,  for  which 
I  will  get  you  credit 

Mrs.  Air.  By  all  means. — When  fhould  we 
wait  on  the  young  lady  ? 

Flaw.  This  very  morning;  we  cannot  be  too 
quick  j  fome  of  the  young  blades  about  town 
begin  to  have  an  inkling,  I  fear;  I  obferve  them 
throw  their  eyes  up  to  the  windows. 

Mrs.  Air.  Without   doubt.      Mr.  Aircaftle, 
G  you 
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you  will  go  out  to  the  fhops,  and  provide  Toby 
with  a  new  Beckford-hatand  acouteau  du  chatfc  ? 

Flay}.  And  purchafe  at  the  fame  time  fome 
prefents  for  the  young  lady. 

Mrs.  Air.  The  firft  time  ? 

Flaw.  Always  the  rule  in  the  Eaftj  you  never 
approach  a  fupcrior  without  a  fuitable  prefent. 

Mrs.  Air.  No? 

Air.  No  ?  why,  fool,  that  is  the  way  the 
Nabobs  have  got  all  their  wealth — I  knew  one 
of  them  once;  and,  if  he  had  not  been  fo  rich, 
really  a  good  fort  of  a — he  was  inoculated  for 
the  fmall-pox,  by  one  of  the  Suttons,  at  the 
great  houfe  by  Hyde-Park — the  builder  of  it 
got  into  the  Bench,  and  was  afterwards  cleared 
by  an  act  of  infolvency — though  Tom  Jenkins, 
one  of  his  creditors 

Mrs.  Air.  You  fee! — Lord  blefs  me  now, Mr. 
Aircaftle,  how  can  you,  when  we  have  not  a 
moment  to  lofe — Go,  go  out  with  the  boy,  I 
bcfcech  you  ! 

Air.  Well,  well,  well !  [Going. 

Flaw.  I'll  run  before,  and  prepare  Mrs. 
Fleece'em. 

Mrs.  Air.  By  all  manner  of  means. 

Air:  Pray,  is  not  the  toy-fhop  at  the  end  of 
the  ftreet,  kept  by  the  fon  of— I  remember  I 
met  the  father  once  at  Newmarket — he  was  in 

a  one- 
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a  one-horfe  chaife,  made  ..'-by  Varnifn  here  in 
Long-Acre — who  built  a  ftate-coach  for  the 
Emprefs  of  RufTia — he  was  recommended  by 
Lord — I  can't  think  of  his  name — who  was 
chofen  one  of  the  fixteen  for  the  kingdom  of — 

Mrs.  Air.  Take  him  with  you,  dear  Mr.  Flaw! 

Flaw.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  fliew  you  the  ft  op. 
[Exeunt  Aircaftle  and  Flaw. 

Mrs.  Air.  So  !  having  provided  for  Toby, 
1  am  at  leifure  to  attend  to  my  own  private 
concerns.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Maid-Servant. 

Bid  the  Waiter  come  up  !  [Exit  Maid. 

If  colonel  Gorget  anfwers  my  letter  in  the  way 
T  expect,  it  will  prove  a  pretty  good  beginning: 
The  colonel,  I  make  no  doubt,  knows  the  ways 
of  the  world,  and  v/ill  foon  take  the  hint :  He 
was  vaftly  ftruck  with  me  during  the  races  j 
and  I  don't  fee  why  I  have  not  as  good  a  right 
to  profit  by  my  perfon,  as  I  am  told  fome  ladies 
do,  who  live  in  this 

Enter  Waiter. 

Well,  Sir,  what  return  to  my  letter  ? 

Waiter.  The  colonel,  madam,  will  obey  your 
commands. 

G  a  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Air.  Very  well !  when  he  comes,  fhew 
him  into  the  next  room.  [Exeunt. 

Another  Room  in  tbe  Bagnio. 

Enter  Colonel  Gorget,  reading  a  letter. 

Gorget.  Bravo,  bravo,  my  fweet  country  ac- 
quaintance !  this  is  a  rendezvous,  with  a  witnefs. 
Let  me  fee!  Urn,  urn,  um!  f(  Unexpectedly 
"  brought  by  bufmefs  to  town — no  time  to 
<(  make  a  proper  provifion — accommodate  me 
'*  with  Five  Hundred  Guineas" — accommodate1, 
an  apt  phrafe,  and  a  pretty  fum  too ;  but  how 
the  deuce  could  the  woman  fuppofe  that  I  was 
able  to  advance  fuch  a  fum ?  Urn,  um! — "  Not 
if  prove  ungrateful — Elizabeth" — Oh,  ho !  now 
1  begin  to  Conceive. — Stay !  who  have  we  here  ? 
Zooks  !  the  hufband  himfelf, 

Enter  Aircajlle. 

Air.  What,  colonel  Gorget ! 

Gorget.  Mr.  Aircaflle,  I  am  happy  to  fee  you ! 
But  what  important  bufmefs  can  have  brought 
you  to  London  ? 

Air.  Some  family  affairs,  and  to  lay  out  a 
pretty  large  fum,  which  I  lately  got  for  a  parcel 
of  land. — J3ut  is  this  vifit  intended  to  me  ? 

Gorget,  No  >  I  was  quite  a  ftranger  to  your 

being 
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being  in  town.  A  la£y  in  the  houfe,  that  I  lately 

knew  in  the  country 

Air.  What,  from  our  part  of  the  world  ? 
Gorget.  No,  no  j  but  a  devilifh  fine  woman: 
Laft  fummer  fome  little  gallantries  paft  between 
us  below. 

Air.  Ay,  ay  j  you  officers  play  the  very  deuce 
when  you  come  down  into  the  country.  I  re- 
member enfign  Safli,  about  ten  years  ago— his 
father  came  from  Barbadoes-I  met  him  at 
Treacle's,  the  great  fugar-baker's,  who  had  a 
houfe  in  St.  Mary- Axe-he  took  the  leafefrora 
alderman  Gingham,  who  ferved  fheniT  witfi 
deputy— there  was  tight  work  on  the  huttings— 

Gorget.  Oh,  the  devil !  he  runs  on  at  the  old 
.  rate. — But  we  forget  the  lady. 

Air.  Oh,  ay;  "  Gallantry  with  her  below  ;'* 
whicii  I  fuppofe  you  have  fmifhed  above. 

Gorget.  No,  faith,  not  entirely,  my  friend ;  but 
I  think  we  are  in  a  fair  way. 

Air.  Ay  ? 

G0r^/.Thegarrifon  has  offered  to  furrender. 
Air.  Then  what  prevented  you  from  taking 
pofieffion  ? 

Gorget.  The  governor,  as  ufual,  infifls  on  a 
bribe,  which  it  was  ndt  immediately  in  my  power 
to  pay . 

/f/r.Pamn  thofe  governors !— why,  there  was 

the 
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the  governor  of  Bcrgen-op-zoom,  in  the  lad 
war 

Gorget.  But  hear  me ! — I  was  juft  ftepping 
home  to  provide  the  credentials  -,  bur,  however, 
this  lucky  meeting  will,  1  flatter  myfclf,  put  an 
end  to  my  journey. 

Air.  As  how  ? 

Gorget.  If  you  will  fupply  me  with  the  fum 
till  evening,  I  mall  dole  the  bargain  without 
quitting  the  houfe. 

Air.  How  much  ? 

Gorget.  Five  hundred  guineas. 

Air.  Five  hundred  guineas  ?  what  a  cormo- 
j-ant  the  woman  muft  be  \ 

Gorget.  Not  at  all,  when  her  hulband  is  rich, 
and  me  is  above  accepting  a  trifle. 

Air.  Now,  I  mould  have  thought  that  would 
have  made  her  more  reafonablc. 

Gtrget.  Quite  the  reverfe-,  why,  did  you  ever 
know  a  wealthy  courtier  accept  of  a  moderate 
penfion  ? 

Air.  Thar,  indeed — But  are  you  really  fe- 
rious  ? 

Gorget.  So  ferious,  that  if  you  will  lend  me 
the  money 

Air.  Nay,  but,  colonel,  that  is 

Gorget.  Nay,  but  if  you  hditate 

Air.  No,  ic  is  noc  that ;  the  money  is  quite  at 

your 
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your  fervice  ;  but  you  will  repent,  and  then  re, 
proach  me— What !  'five  hundred  ?  there  can  be 
no  woman  worth  it. 

Gorget.  You  would  alter  your  tone,  if  you 
faw  her. 

Air.  Should  I  ?  Prithee  tell  me  her  name; 
perhaps  I  may  know  her. 

Gorget.  I  durft  not;  you  know  my  honour  is 
concerned. 

Air.  Honour  with  fuch  a  woman  as  that  ? 

Gorget.  She  is  very  well  known. 

Air.  And  ought  to  be  better. 

Gorget.  But  I  wade  time,  and  may  lofe  the 
critical  minute :  Will  you  fupply  me,  or  muft 

T 

Air.  With  the  greateft  pleafure  in  life :  Here 
is  in  this  bag  the  very  Aim,  which  I  have juft 
received  for  a  draft  in  the  city. 

Gorget.  Ten  thoufand  thanks,  my  dear  Mr. 

Air.  I  can't  fay  tho',  but  1  am  forry 

Gorget.  Oh,  it  is  not  impoffible  but  I  may 
come  off  at  an  eafier  rate :  With  fuch  a  capital 
in  hand,  one  may  haggle,  you  know. 

Air.  True,  true ;  Pd  endeavour  to  get  her  for 
nothing:  Choufe  her,  choufe  her!  do,  colonel. 
If  indeed  me  had  afked  for  a  ring  with  a  poefy, 
or  any  fuch  trifle  as  that— but  fuch  a  monftrous 
demand  !  I  would  give  fomething  to  fee  her.  . 

Gorget. 
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Gorget.  Why,  it  is  my  opinion  you  know 
who  fhe  is. 

Air.  Really? 

Gorget.  Now  if  it  mould  turn  out  that  you 
had  been  happy  with  the  lady  yourfelf,  would 
not  that  greatly  iurpriie  you  ? 

Air.  Me  ?  ha,  ha,  ha !  the  deuce  a  bit :  Tho', 
when  I  came  firtt  to  the  Temple,  there  was  a 
lawyer's  wife  that  lived  in  Quality-Court,  that 
1  was  exceedingly  fond  of — her  hufband  came 
home  one  night,  and  I  crept  under  the  bed,  where 
I  fhould  have  remained  concealed,  but  for  a  little 
dog  of  Charles's  breed  j  lie  went  bow,  wow,  wow — > 

Gorget.  Oh,  the  devil ! — But  confider,  time 
prefles  ;  I  muft  away  to  the  lady. 

Air.  True,  true;  and  I  to  the  (hops  with  my 
boy.  And  I  happy  with  the — ha,ha,hu — However, 
if  that  be  the  cafe,  colonel,  it  is  a  ftronger  rea- 
ion  for  clofing  your  purie-ftrings ;  for  the  devil 
take  me  if  I  ever  knew  a  woman  who  was  deferv- 
ing  a  tythe  of  that  fum  in  my  life  ! — Yes ;  I  lie  ! 
I  did  i  a  Greek  girl,  they  called  Circaflian— I 
faw  her  at  Tunbridge — where,  by  the  bye,  the/ 
have  the  oddell  pantile  walk — with  the  mufick  on 
a  ihelf — and  as  the  company  walk  to  and  fro,  the 
fidlers  go  ta!y  lal,  la 

Gorget.  Nay,  but  —  [pujhivg  him  out~\.  This  is. 
lucky  beyond  expectation  ;  what  a  civilized  hul- 
bandjto  lupply  me  with  the  very  money  I  wanted  ! 

Enter 
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<> 
Enter  Tom. 

Is  the  lady  at  leifure  ? 

Tom.  She  knows  her  hufband  is  gone  out,  and 
will  be  with  you  this  inftanr. 

Gorget.  Very  well !  take  care,  and  watch  his 
return. 

Tom.  Here  me  isi  [Exif* 

Enter  MrL  Aircajtte. 

Mrs.  Air*  \Vhat,  you  are  come,  my  dear 
colonel !  I  have  waited  for  you  with  the  utmoft 
impatience. 

Gorget.  And  1^  madam,  have  flown  to  obey 
your  commands. 

Mrs.  Air.  No  more  of  that,  colonel,  I  beg : 
J  blufh  to  confider 

Gorget.  Blufh  ?  and  why  fo,  madam"  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  At  what  you  muft  think  of  my 
letter  :  But  the  high  fenfe  I  entertain  of  your1 
friendlhip,  induced  me,  in  fuch  an  exigence,  to 
make  the  trial; 

Gorget.  And  the  wifeft  ftep  you  could  take. 

Mrs.  Air.  Pardon  me,  Sir !  I  am  not  to  learn 
how  dangerous  it  is  to  have  an  obligation  to 
you. 

Gorget.  And  why  fo  ?  Can  there  be  any  thing 

more  natural  than  to  define  the.  alliitance  of  the 

H  perfon 
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perfon  who  loves  us  ?  Of  my  attachment  I  hope 
you  have  no  reafon  to  doubt. 

Mrs.  Air.  Thar,  Sir,  is  the  very  fource  of  my 
ibrrow,  and  has  determined  me  to  fupport  every 
evil  j  nay,  to  apply  even  to  Mr.  Aircaftle  him- 
felf,  rather  than 

Gorget.  How,  madam  !  then  it  is  plain  I  have 
loft  your  efteem.  Fool  that  I  was,  to  be  lulled 
by  the  bewitching  lines  of  your  letter  !  I  thought 
that  I  had  detected  Love,  that  fly  lurcher,  lurk- 
ing under  the  mafk  of  confidential — But  now  I 
tin  fortunately  find  how  far  1  am  from  your 
favour. 

Mrs.  Air.  Cruel,  unjuft  colonel  Gorget ! 

Gorget.  Ha  !  am  I  unjuft  ?  you  revive  me  f 
you  reltore  me  to — But  banim  every  thought  of 
an  obligation  to  any  but  me;  I  mould  be  jea- 
lous of 

Mrs.  Air.  But  really,  colonel,  the  fum  is — - 

Gorget.  Of  no  importance  at  all;  a  mere  trifle 7 
juft  nothing  :  1  fhall  not  feel  it,  believe  me. 

Mrs.  Air.  How  can  I  be  too  grateful  for  luch 
a  generous  proof  of  your  friendfhip  ?  Sure  you 
were  born  to 

Enter  Tofy, 

What  the  deuce  has-  brought  that  booby  back  ! 

[Jfidt. 
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Toby.  Father^  defires  you  would  call  in  your 
way,  and  take  fnm  up  at  the  fword-cutler's. 

Gorget.  How  !  the  young  cub  ?  This  is  lucky 
beyond  expectation  !— Here,  madam,,  are  the 
five  hundred  guineas^,  which  you  will  be  kind 
enough  to  pay,  with  my  thanks,  to  Mr.  Aircaftle, 
your  hufband, 

Mrs.  Air.  Finely  taken  and  turned.;  what  in- 
£nite  wit  and  contrivance  !  \cfide.~\ — But  would 
jt  not  be  right,  colonel,  juft  to  fign  a  receipt  ? 

Gorget.  Unneceflary,  madam  ;  but juft  as  you 
pleafe. 

Mrs.  Air.  There  is  pen  and  ink  in  the  room 
pver  head. 

Gorget.  Give  me  leave  to  conduct  you. 

[Exeunt  G.orget  ar.d  Mrs.  Air. 

Toby.  I  don't  underftand  what  .father  and 
mother's  about.  Here  am  I  dizened,  and 
£kewered,  and  graced,  juft  like  a  young  colt  that 
,is  a-breaking :  Nay,  they  were  going  to  advertife 
me  too,  as  if  I  was  really  a  horte ;  but  lawyer 
Flaw  has  made  them  alter  their  minds,  and  I  an> 
to  be  difpofed  of  by  private  contract,  I  think. 
I  can't  fay  that  I  am  oyer-fond  of  their  ways. 
Oh,  poor  Betfy  BloBbm  !  let  them  match  me  to 
whoever  they  willj  !  mail  never  love  any  like 
thee :  I  believe  I  mould  have  put  an  end  to  their 
,  if  I  could  but  have  found— Hey  !  who 


52     THE     COZENERS. 

is  this  ?  Mercy  on  me  !  fure  it  muft  be  her  ghoft  1 
and  yet  that  can't  be  •,  becaufe  ghofts,  they  fay, 
pever  comes  but  at  night.  Betfy  ? 

Enter  Betfy  Bk/om. 

Betfy.  Matter  Toby  ? 

Poly.  But  is  it  pofllble  ?  can  it  be  you  ? 

Betfy.  As  you  fee. 

foly.  Well,  and  how  ?  Lord,  I  have  ten  thou- 
fand  queftions  to  afk  you.  Where  hail  been  ? 
how  doft  do  ?  how  Cornell  here  ?  \Vhy,  you  are 
vaft  fine,  Betfy,  all  of  a  fudden  j  you  be  not 
married  ? 

Betfy.  Married  ?  no,  no-,  you  have  put  that 
put  of  my  power,  you  know. 

foby.  Me  ?  how  fo,  Mrs.  Betty  ? 

Betfy.  Is  that  a  quetlion  now  to  be  afked  ? 
have  you  fo  foon  forgot  what  has  happened  be- 
tween us  f 

Toby..  No,  no ;  I  remember  fome  part  pretty 
well,  I  believe  :  But  you  cannot  come  for  to  go 
for  to  fay,  that  we  ever  went  to  church  together, 
in  that  there  way  you  mean. 

Betfy.  That  ceremony,  Mr.  Toby,  you  know 
well,  was  all  that  was  wanting 

yoly.  Befides,  it  could  not  be,  Mrs.  Betfy  ; 
becaufe  why,  as  father  fays,  fince  the  parliament- 
houfe  interfered,  it  is  againft  the  law  to  marry 
for  l 
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Xetjy.  How !  what,  are  all  your  vows,  oaths 
promts,  forgot  ?  docs  not  this  fixpence,  broken 
'etween  „,,  when  we  k(lme[in  ^  ft 

you  full  m  the  face  ? 

7^_y.    Yes  j   I    have  t'other    half    in    nw 
/  pocket. 

Betfy.  Does  not  your  conlcience^  Mr.  Toby 
upbraid  you?  But  men  are  all  traitors  alike ! 
,  their  whole  ftudy  is  to  delude  poor  innocent 
maids.  Oh  !  why  did  I  truft  that  fair  face  and 
flattering  tongue,  and  not  fufped  the  wily  ferpeqc 
that  was  lurking  beneath  ? 

Toly.  Nay,    Betiy 

Betjy.  But  my  prayers  are  granted,  however  s 

my  only  wifli  was  to  fee  you  once  more- 

Toly.  My  fweet,  dear,  little  Betfy . 

Betfy.  Qnce  more  to  furvey  that  fweet  form  ; 

the  bijfmefs  qf  life  is  now  over !  Eyes,  take  your 

Jaft  look  !  open,  thou  cold  earth,  to  receive  me— 

Toly.  Lord  have  mercy  !  if  you  don't  frighten 

ine  out  of  my  wits. 

Betfy.  To  thy  dreary  manfion  I  come  !  there 
my  Ibrrows  will  ceafe,  and  my  fhame,  and  name, 
be  forgot  by  the  unpitying— Oh  !  [Faints. 

Toby.  Stop,  flop,  deareft  Betfy,  and  take  me 
along  with  you  !  Murder,  fire,  water  !  Waiter! 
>vhat,  will  nobody  come  to  affift  her  ? 
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Enter  Tom. 

Torn.  Blefs  me,  Sir!  what  can  be  the  matter?^ 

Toby.  Why,  here  is  a  poor  young  creature  at 
fier  laft  gafp  :  Clap  her  hand,  and  bend  her  for- 
jward  a  bit ! 

Tom.  Mils  Betfy  ?  Mercy  on  us !  how  came 
this  about  ?  It  is  only  a  fit;  (he  revives,  her  eyes 
fcegin  to  open  a  little. 

Betfy.  Where  am  I  ? 

Toby.  In  the  fore-room,  up  one  pair  of 
flairs. 

Tom.  Blefs  me,  Sir,  what  can  be  the  occafum 

of  this  ? 

Toby.  Why,  it  is  a  young  woman  that  is  break*. 

jng  her  heart. 

Tom.  Her  heart  ?  and  for  what  ? 
Toby*  Why,  for  love  of  me,  to  be  fure. 
Tom.  And  can  you  be  fuch  a  barbarian  ?  wh] 
you  muft  have  the  heart  of  a  tiger,  to  ftand  ui 
Ihocked  at  fuch  a  horrible  fcene. 

Toby.  Nay,  I  have  been  flunked  enough, 
jhat  is  all. 

Tom.  Then  why  don't  you  remove  her  dil 
Toby.  Why,  foe  wants  me  to  marry  her. 
Tom.  And  is  that  all  (he  afks ;  and  can  you 
hefuate  for  fuch  a  trifle  as  that  ? 

foby.  Why,   how  can   I,    when   father  and 

mother 
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mother  have  promifed  me  to  an  Indian  woman, 
as  rich  as  a  Jew,  from  beyond  lea  ? 

Betfy.  How  !  and  have  I  a  rival  ?  perjured 
monfter  !  But  chink  not  my  death  mall  finally 
clofe  our  account  ;  my  (hade,  like  Margaret's 
grimly  ghoft,  (hall  purfue  thee,  haunt  thee  in 
dreams  at  midnight,  make  thy  curtains  round 
thy  guilty  head,  and  holloa  in  thine  ear  ! 

Bethink  tbeet  Toby,  of  thy  fault  ', 

'Thy  fledge  and  broken  oath  ; 
And  give  me  back  my  maiden 

And  give  me  back  my 


Toby.  Take  it  with  you,  Mrs.  Betty,  whenevef 
you  pkafe. 
Betjy  {Sings}. 

For  Ms  Til  haunt  thy  midnight  dreams, 

And  hover  round  thy  bed-, 
Thy  ears  1  'II  fill  with  horrid  f  creams, 

Nor  leave  thee  till  thourt  dead. 

%oby.  Why,  you  won't  go  to  be  fo  cruel/  f 
hope  !  what,  is  there  no  amends  to  be  made  ? 

Tom.  So,  Sir,  you  fee,  dead  or  alive^  fhe  i<$ 
•determined  to  plague  you. 

Toty.  Yes,  yes  ;  I  fee  it  well  enough.  Lord, 
who  could  have  thought  it?  me  is  mightily- 
changed  fmcc  her  coming  to  London. 

'Tom, 
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font.  This  town  is  apt  to  open  the  mind. 

Toby.  Is  it  ?  I  hope  it  will  fhut  again,  though^ 
when  fbs  gets  into  the  country.  But  pray,  Mr, 
What-d'ye-call-em,  by  what  chance  did  Betfy 
come  here  ? 

Tom.  My  miftrefs  took  her  in,  out  of  com- 
paflion  :  It  is  wonderful  how  charitable  a  lady 
fhe  is !  why,  we  have  five  or  fix  more  young 
women  here  in  the  fame  fituation. 

Toby.  Indeed?  me  muft  be  the  mod  goodeft 
woman  on  earth:  Well,  if  me  don't  go  to 
Heaven,  what  chance  has  fuch  a  poor  creature 
as  I? 

'•Tom.  None  at  all,  unlefs  you  repair  the 
wrongs  me  has  fuffered. 

Toby.  But  if  I  was  minded  to  comply  with 
her  wifh,  I  don't  fee  how  I  can  bring  it  about  ? 

Ttift.  You  are  one-and-twenty,  no  doubt  ? 

Toby.  Thefe  three  years  and  above* 

Tom.  And  Mifs  ? 

Toby.  Within  a  twelvemonth  of  me. 

Tom.-  Oh,  then  I  will  manage  matters,  I 
warrant.  Where  are  you  going  ? 

Toby.  To  call  on  father,  at  a  mop  near  the  old 
black  man  a-horfeback  j  the  wind  has  blown  his 
hat  from  his  head* 

Tom.  Very  well !  Give  them  the  flip  as  foon 
as  you  can  j  run  back  here  -,  you  will  find  us— - 
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Betfy.  What,  is  he  a-going?  oh! 

Toby.  Nay,  Betfy,  be  quiet !  ben't  I  ready  to 
do  all  that  you  want  ?  If  you  faint  any  more,  I 
wifn  I  may  die  if  I'll  have  you. 

Betfy.  Won't  you  ? 

Toby.  No. 

'Tom.  Courage,  Mifs  !  keep  up  your 

Toby.  Right,  Mr. or,  if  Ihe  rnufl  faint, 

can't  fhe  wait  alittkj  till  I  get  out  of  the  houfe  ? 

[Exit. 

Tom.  He  is  off:  Finely  managed!  Do  not 
ftir  from  hence :  I  will  run  to  the  Commons, 
and  be  back  again  in  a —  One  kifs,  as  a  reward 
for  the  part  I  have 

Enter  Toby. 

Toby.  I  forgot  to  afk,  Sir,  where  I  fhould • 

Tom.  Run!   here,  Sir!  fhe  is  fainting  again! 
Toby.  Is  {he  ?  then  call  fomebody  elfe,  for  I 

will  make  the  bed  of  my  way [Exit. 

Tom  and  Betfy.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 


ACT 
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ACT     III.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fleece* em  and  Prig. 
Mrs.  Fleece' em. 

IT  is  lucky  the  Doctor  is  at  home    \afide\ 
John,  you  may  take  the  filks  of  Mr.  Prig, 
and  put  them  into  the  coach. — How  could  I  be 
fo  giddy  to  forget  my  purie,  and  leave  it  on  the 
table  ?   All  my  fervants  are  honeft,  I  hope. 

Prig.  No  doubt ;  it  would  be  the  greatefteft  of 
crimes,  to  injure  a  lady  of  your  affability  and 
aimiability. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Quite  polite,  I  protefl,  Mr.  Prig  !  I 
am  forry,  however,  Sir,  to  have  given  you  all 
this  trouble. 

Prig.  I  confider  it,  madam,  as  one  of  the 
moil  greatefteft  pieces  of  happinefs  that  could  have 
befallen  Paul  Prig.  Your  la'lhip  is  a  perfect 
pattern  of  humility :  To  fuffer  a  fimple  tradefman 
like  me  to  occupy  part  of  your  la'lhip's  coach, 
is  fuch  an  honour  that 

Mrs.  Fl.  Honour  ?  by  no  means,  Mr.  Prig : 
I  don't  know  a  ftation  more  ufeful,  or  indeed 
more  reputable,  than  that  of  a  citizen  like  you, 

who 
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who  condefcends  to  employ  his  genius  in  adorn- 
ing his  fellow-creatures.  The  ladies,  indeed, 
are  moft  obliged  to  your  labours. 

Prig.  Were  all  ladies  like  you,  madam,  my 
condition  would  be  celeftial  indeed ;  for,  as 
Mailer  Shakfpur  fays, 

"  The  labour  we  delight  in  phyficks  pain.'* 

Mrs.  Fl.  Mr.  Prig,  I  proteft  you  furprize  me ! 
who  could  have  expected  fo  much  gallantry  from 
the  Ward  of  Farringdon- Within? 

Prig.  Your  charms,  madam,  would  animate 
even  a  native  of  Hockley  in  the  Hole  ! 

Mrs.  Ft.  Fy,  Mr. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  mafter  begs  you  would  ftep  into 
his  ftudy.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  FL  Mr.  Prig,  you  will  excufe  me  a 
moment :  It  is  lucky  my  lawyer  is  at  home  ;  I 
mall  take  the  money,  and  not  give  you  the  trou- 
ble to  go  fo  far  as  my  houfe.  I  (hall  foon  call 
again  at  your  mop.  [Exit. 

Prig.  The  greateft  pleafure,  madam,  that  J 
could  ever  have.— Ha,  ha  !  left  her  purfe  on  the 
table  ?  a  likely  ftory,  indeed  !  No,  no ;  I  under- 
ftand  her  ogles  and  leers  ;  her  eyes  fpoke  more 
truth  than  her  tongue.  I  don't  recollect  to  have 
feen  her  before  -,  but  (he  has  feen  me,  that  is  clear, 
I  2  from 
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from  the  ftrength  of  her  pafilon.  "  Soon  call  at 
"  your  mop  ?"  and  how  foft  the  tone  of  her 
voice  !  Yes,  yes  ;  I  believe  you  will.  Well,  well, 
you  flia'n't  be  difappointed,  my  dear  •,  his  worft 
enemies  can't  accufe  Paul  Prig  of  being  cruel. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  You  had  better  ftep  into  this  room ; 
there  i$  a  fire. 

Prig.  By  all  means.  "  A  ftation  more  ufcful, 
"  or  more  reputable,  than  that  of  a" — poor 
creter !  (he  muft  be  very  far  gone  indeed.  [Exeunt, 

Another  Room. 
Dofior  Hellebore  and  Mrs.  Fleece  em  di/covered. 

Helle.  To  whofe  recommendation,  madam,  do 
I  owe  the  honour 

Mrs.  PL  The  world's,  doctor ;  your  great 
reputation. 

Helle.  Oh,  madam  ! 

Mrs.  Fl.  But,  as  1  was  obferving  to  you,  Sir, 
if  it  was  not  for  thefe  unaccountable  whims  in 
my  uncle,  no  man  in  England  has  a  finer  under- 
Handing,  or  a  clearer  conception  :  Nothing  irre- 
gular in  his  conduct ;  difcharges  all  the  focial 
duties  with  the  utmoft  exactnefs  -,  reafons  with  the 
moft  perfect  precifion  upon  every  fubject. 

llelle.  And  the  (late  of  his  bodily  health  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  He  does  not  complain. 

ttelt. 
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Helle.  And  thefe  diffractions  are  frequent  ? 

Mrs.  FL  I  think  more  fo,  of  late. 

Helle.  Ay,  the  great  tenfion  of  the  Pia-mater 
muft  enfeeble  the  fyftem  -,  and  the  paroxifms,  of 
cou  rfe,oftener  repeated,and  of  longer  continuance. 
And  his  whims,  you  fay 

Mrs.  FL  To  the  laft  degree  extravagant :  Laft 
week  he  fuppofed  himfelf  a  young  neftling  crow, 
and  conftantly  opened  his  mouth,  like  a  bill, 
and  cawed  for  food, when  he  found  himfelf  hungry. 

Helle.   A  manifeft  mark  of  diffraction  ! 

Mrs.  Fl.  His  whim  of  to-day  is  peculiar 
enough. 

Helle.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Mrs.  FL  He  fuppofes  himfelf  a  mercer  upoa 
Ludgate-Hill. 

Helle.   A  mercer  ? 

Mrs.  FL  And  that  he  has  fold  me  a  parcel  of 
filks,  for  the  payment  of  which  I  have  conducted 
him  hither. 

Helle.  Why,  madam,  we  do  now  and  then 
meet  with  extraordinary  inftances :  But  could  not 
I  fee  your  uncle  ? 

Mrs.  FL  I  brought  him  hither  on  purpofe. 

Helle.  \_calling^\  Defire  the  gentleman  below  to 
walk  up.  Why,  madam,  the  goodnefs  of  his  health 
we  look  upon  as  a  bad  fympton,  in  thefe  kind  of 

ef  cafes ;  when  they  arife  from  a  fever,  why 

Mrs.  Fl. 
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Mrs.  Ft.  I  hope  there  will  be  r.o  occnfion    for 
violent  remedies,  fuch  as  correction,  or  ilraight 
waiftcoats  ? 

Helle.  Not  if  he  is  tradable. 

Mrs.  FL  But  if  that  Ihould  not  be  the  cafe,  Sir  ? 

Helle.  The  beft  way,  ma'am,  is  to  leave  him 
to  my  care  a  little  :  I  have  a  convenient  hpufe 
not  far  from  town,  where  mad  people  are  managed 
with  greater  advantage. 

.  Mrs.  FL  I  fhall  fubmit  his  treatment  entirely 
to  you.  —  But  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  it  will  be  right  for 
me  to  withdraw,  as  you  may  have  fome  queftions 
to  afk  him,  improper  for  the  ear  of  a  lady.  I 
will  pay  a  fhort  vifit,  now  I  am  in  this  part  of 
the  town. 

Helle.  As  yon  pleafe,  madam.  —  A  difcreetper- 
fon  !  this  does  notfeem  to  be  a  family  complaint. 


A/rj.  Ft,  Here  he  is,     I  muft  humour  him 
a  little. 

Enter  Prig. 

This  gentleman,  Sir,  will  fettle  our  little  affair, 
Depend  upon  it,  I  fhall  be  with  you  foon.  [Exit* 

Prig.   I  fhall  wait  for  that  honour  with  the 
greateil  impatience,  —  She  is  a  fine  creter  I 

Helle.  Come,  Sir,  take  a  chair. 

Prig.  Sir,  there  is  no  occafion. 

Helle. 
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Helle.  You  had  better,  as  I  mail  have  a  good 
many  queflions  to  afk  you.— ['They  fit.]  Well, 
Sir,  and  how  do  you  find  yourfelf  ? 

Prig.  Sir,  you  are  very  obliging  !  I  am,  i 
thank  you,  in  very  good  health. 

Helle.  Don't  you  feel  yourfelf  at  times  in- 
clined to  be  feveriih  ? 

Prig.  Feverifh  !   not  I,  Sir. 

Helle.  And  have  you  had  no  material  com- 
plaints, for  any  time  back  ? 

Prig.  Not  that  I  recollect  ;  a  flight  touch  of 
the  influenza,  indeed;  but  fared  full  as  well  as 
iny  neighbours. 

Helle.  And  your  appetite? 

Prig.  As  ufual  ;  but  I  am  at  no  time  an  over- 
great  eater. 

Helle.  So  much  the  better.  Favour  me  with 
your  hand,  if  you  pleafe. 

Prig.  Sir !  [Rtfes ;  and  offers  his  hand. 

Helle.  Keep  your  feat,  if  you  pleafe. — \Fe.els 
his  pulfe.']  Rather  a  little  too  lively  !  And  as  to 
your  deep  now,  is  it  continued  or  broken  ? 

Pr/£.~Sir! 

Helle.  Are  your  {lumbers  without  interruption  ? 
have  you  no  ftarts  ? 

Prig.  Not  that  I  know  of;  indeed,  I  never 
was  over-fond  of  my  bed. 

Helle.  Ay,  reftlefs ;  I  thought  fo. 
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Prig.  Indeed,  my  bufincfs  requires  that  I  mould 
be  an  early  rifcr ;  when  an  apprentice,  I  was 
always  the  firft  in  the  (hop. 

Hells.  An  apprentice  ?  poor  man  !  but,  how- 
ever, I  fee  no  violent  fymptoms  at  prefent  -,  a  pre- 
paratory medicine,  till  we  can  put  him  into  a 
regimen.  Be  feated  !  I  will  fetch  you  a  draught 
that  will  immediately  fettle  the  bufinds.  [Exits 

Prig.  A  draft ! — A  draft  on  his  banker,  I 
reckon  :  Why  could  not  he  have  given  it  me  at 
firft  ?  An  odd  man  !  what  the  deuce  has  my 
health  to  do  with  my  bill  ?  Let  us  fee  j  what  is 
the  tote  ?  A  hundred  and  ninety-two  pounds,  fix, 
and — oh  !  here  he  is,  I  fuppofe,  with  the  check. 

Enter  Hellebore,  with  a  bottle  and  •phial. 

Helle.  You  will  take  this  draught,  three  times 
a-day,  at  two  hours'  diftance,  firil  fhakingit  well. 

Prig.  Sir? 

Helle.  And  nine  drops  of  this,  in  a  glafs  of 
water,  firft  going  to  bed ;  it  will  ferve  to  com- 
pofe 

Prig.  Compofe  ?  here  muft  be  fome  miftake 
in  this  matter !  I  fancy,  Sir,  you  take  me  for 
fomebodyelfe — my  name,  Sir,  is  Prig  ;  I  keep  the 
great  mercer's  (hop,  as  you  go  up  Ludgate 

Helle.   Hum  !    very  well,  Sir. 

Prig.  And  am  come  with  the  lady  below,  to 
be  paid  this  here  bill  in  my  hand. 

wit. 
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Helle.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  no  ftranger  to  the  whole 
of  that  ftory:  But  how  could  you  now — for,  as 
you  are  cool  at  prefent,  I  will  reafon  the  matter 
a  little — how  could  a  man  of  your  rank  and  for- 
tune, indulge  fuch  an  improbable  whim? — I  lay 
a  mercer  indeed  ! 

Prig.  And  pray,  good  Sir,  who  d'ye  take  me 
to  be? 

Helle.  Oh,  Sir,  I  know  very  well ;  your  niece 
has  fully  informed  me. 

Prig.  My  niece  ?  I  have  no  riiece ;  at  leaft, 
not  in  London,  I  am  fure. 

Helle.  No  ?  what  d'ye  think  of  the  lady  who 
Conducted  you  hither? 

Prig.  She  my  niece  ?  Damn  me,  Sir,  till  this 
morning,  if  ever  I  fet  eyes  on  her !  Sure 

Helle.  Oh,  ho  !  what,  you  are  beginning  to  be 
Violent :  You  had  better  be  quiet,  or  1  mall  find 
a  method  to  tame  you. 

Prig.  Tame  me,  Sir  ?  I  don't  underftand  what 
you  would  be  at !  Will  you  pay  me  my  bill  here, 
or  not  ? 

Hdle.  Your  bill  ?  poor  creature  ! 

Prig.  Poor  creter,   Sir  ?    none  of  your  poor 
creters  to  me !  follow  your  client's  directions, 
and  dilcharge  me  at  once. 
'Helle.  My  client? 

Prig.  Ay,  Sir.     When  money  is  in  the  cafe, 
K  a  man 
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a  man  may  as  well  have  to  do  with  Old  Nick, 
as  a  lawyer  j  there  is  no  getting  it  out  of  their 
hands. 

Helle.  Oh,  he  takes  me  for  a  lawyer.  The 
paroxifm  is  exceedingly  flrong.  Who  is  there  ? 
Order  a  coach,  and  let  the  three  keepers  convey 
Twm  to  Chelfea. 

Enter  Three  Keepers. 

Prig.  Me  to  Cheliea  ?  let  any  body  touch  me 
that  dare  ! 

Helle.  Ay,  ay,  we  will  fee  that. 

Prig.  This  is  fome  confpirzcy,  I  fuppofe,  to: 
bam,  to  choufe  me  out  of  my  money. 

IMk.  You  will  take  him  to  Cheliea. 

Prig.  Hands  off ! 

Helle.  And,  as  you  fee  he  is  violent,  let  him: 
have  the  back  room,  with  the  barr'd  windows, 
up  two  pair  of  Hairs. 

Prig.  Me  to  Cheliea  ?  me  barr'd  windows,  and 
back  room  two-pair  of  Itairs  ? 

Helle.  If  the  fit  iliould  encreafc,  put  on  the 
ftreight  waiilcoat.  I  (hall  call  myfelf  in  the 
evening. 

Prig.  Let  me  go,  gentlemen  !  This  is  a  damn'd 
contrivance,  to  rob  me !  Unhand  me,  or  you 
fhall  be  all  fwing'd.and  fous'd  !  impriibn  a  citi- 
zen, that  only  comes  for  his  money  ?  Damn  mer 

J-ack- 
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Jack  Wilkes's  affair  will  be  but  a  flea-bite  to 

this  !  [Keepers  hurry  Mm  off. 

ffette.  If  this  is  the  cafe,  on  with  .the  waiftcoat. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE    II, 

Enter  Fleece  em  and  Flaw. 

Flaw.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  poor  Prig  !  in  what  a  pi- 
teous plight  have  you  left  him  !^-But  .the  Air-r 
caftles  will  all  be  here  immediately,  fo  take  care 
we  are  not  interrupted. 

Mrs.  Fl.  As  they  are  fo  exceedingly  credu- 
lous, the  bufmefs  willfoon  be  difpatched. 

Flaw.  In  a  trice.  I  have  ftipulated  that  your, 
provifion  fliall  be  fecured  before  the  folemniza- 
tion. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Right,  right ;  perfedly  right. 

Flaw.  But  have  you  properly  prepared  the 
girl  for  the  purpofe  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  Her  part  will  be  eafy, 

Flaw.  True  j  but  fhe  fhould  be  adroit  •,  as 
events  may  arife,  that  will  require  fome  little 
(kill :  Who  the  deuce  have  you  got  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  Why,  I  confidered  that  as  a  very 
ticklim  point ;  it  would  be  .dangerous  to  truft, 
and  difficult  to  find  in  this  town  a  fiwabie 
fubjcdt :  Don't  you  think  that  the  bla.ck  girl  I 
brought  with  me  from  Boflon— •-«• 
K 
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Flaw.  The  negro?  zounds,  he,r  complexion 
•will  betray  her  at  once  ! 

Mrs.  Ft.  I  have  thought  of  an  expedient  to 
fecure  uj  from  that. 

Flaw.  It  is  true,  thefe  people  have  no  great 
penetration  •,  but  what  we  do 

Mrs.  Fl.  Mud  quickly  be  done:  I  will  juft 
fpeak  to  the  girl.  [Galls.']  Marianne ! 

Enter  Marianne. 

Mar.  What  you  want,  Mi  fly  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  Go  in  and  throw  yourfelf  on  the 
bed  •,  and,  do  you  hear  ?  let  the  window  be  fhut, 
and  the  curtains  drawn  exceedingly  clofe. 

Mar.  Yes,  Mi  fly. 

Mrs.  Flee.  And  whoever  fpeaks  to  you,  don't 
you  chatter  and  talk,  but  figh  now  and  then,  as 
if  you  were  fick  :  You  will  be  only  afked  a  quef- 
tion  or  two;  as,  if  you  are  ill?  or  are  letter?. 
to  which  you  need  fay  nothing  but  yes. 

Afar.  Nothing  but  ijs.  1  take  care,  Mifly, 
never  you  fear. 

Mrs.  Flee.  And,  Marianne,   no  candle  ! 

Mar.  No,  no,  Mifly,  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Oh,  (he  will  anfwer  our  purpofe, 
I  warrant:  Befides,  unlefs  they  are  very  prefTing 
to  fee  her,  there  will  be  no  occafion  to  produce 
her  at  all. 
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Flaw.  But,  I  beg  your  pardon,  there  will:  by 
piy  directions,  the  Ion  is  provided  with  prefents, 
yith  a  view  to  propitiate  his  Venus. 

Mrs.  Fl.  [rap  at  the  door.']  There  they  are ! 
Mr.  Flaw,  you  will  receive  them  ?  It  will  be 
right  for  me  to  retire,  to  fee  if  all  things  within, 
gre  in  order.  [Exit* 

Enter  Aircaftle,  Mrs.  Aircaftle^  and  I'oly. 

Air.  I  tell  you  the  boy  is  an  abfokne  fight, 
^nd  I  mould  not  wonder  if  the  young  lady 
ivas  to : 

Mrs.  Air.  You  wonder  ?  and  pray  who  made 
you  a  judge  cf  the  proper 

Flaw.  Hufh,  hufh  !  for  Heaven's  fake,  hum ! 
jconfider  where  you  are  ! 

Air.  She  is  at  her  old  tripks,  Mr.  Flaw  j  there 
is  no • 

Flaw.  A.  key  lower,  good  Sir,  if  you  pleafe ! 
You  will  frighten  the  family. 

Air.  By  her  good  will,  I  fhpuld  never  open  my 
mouth,  but  to  eat. 

Mrs.  Air.  I  know  but  littleelfethatit'sgood  for. 

Flaw.  Nay,  madam,  now  you  are  as  faulty  as 
he.  Only  think  what  a  ftrange  impreffion  this 
will  make  on  the  ladies  within  !  I  beg  you  will 
iufpend  your  warfare  a  whije, 

Mrt.  jir.  Well,  well  j 


7o      THE     COZENERS. 

Flaw.  And  no  contradiction,  I  beg ;  but  be 
attentive  and  polite  to  each  other,  as  people  of 
fafhion  fhould  be  :  You  may  renew  hoftilities, 
and  make  up  for  loft  time,  as  foon  as  you  are 
put  of  the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Air.  Why,  how  is  it  my  fault,  Mr.  Flaw  ? 

Air.  Nor  fhall  it  be  mine  :  For  man  and  wife 
to  quarrel  before  folks  is  rather  rudifh,  I  own ; 
by  ourfelves,  indeed,  it  is  a  pretty  innocent 
amufement  enough — Tom  Tefly,  of  our  town, 
pfed  to  fay — his  wife  was  a  Devonshire  girl ;  if 
I  am  not  miftaken,  from  Plymouth — wheree 
by  the  bye,  they  have  the  bejl  John  Dories  in 
^England — Old  Quin?  one  fummer,  went  thither 
on  purpofe— 

Flay.  And  if,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  you  would  con- 
tract  your  converfation  a  little — To  be  fure, 
your  manner  is  pleafing,  and  your  matter  fuU 
of  inftruction  j  but  as  we  meet  upon  bufmefs — 

Air.  I  believe  you  are  right,  Mr.  Flaw, 
Come,  my  love ;  let  us  fhew  him  how  polite 
•we  can  be,  if  we  pleafe. — Dear  Mrs.  Aircaftle, 
Jiow  I  admire  your  tafte !  thefe  here  fkirts  of 
the  boy's  are  fo  light  and  genteel,  and  fo  airy — 
Mrs.  Air.  True  j  I  am  happy,  my  dear,  that 
I  have  your  approbation  :  Thofe  we  got  made  in 
fhe  country,  trapes  and  dangle  like  a  parcel  of 
petticoats. 
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'Air.  Right,  my  love. — For  all  the  world, 
Jike  a  HoXinfiow  pod-boy  \  His  whole  figure  is 
juft  like  a  fpider,  nothing  but  legs ;  a  mere 
couple  of  ftilts ! — And  then  that  top  to  his  wig, 
my  dear  child 

Mrs.  Air.  Gives  a  fafiiionable  turn  to  his  face; 
and  then  adds  to  the  height. 

Air.  It  has  indeed,  my  foul,  a  prodigious 
kappy  effect. — A  block,  popping  out  of  a  hair- 
cutter's  window,  up  two  pair  of  ftarrs  in  the' 
Strand. — And  then  that  bunch  at  his  back— — • 

Flaw.  Hu& !  here  comes  the  lady. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fleece* em. 

This,  madam,  is  the  family  for  whom  I  tolc£ 
you  I  had  fo  warm  an  affection  j  and  this  th£ 
young  gentleman  whofe  alliance  I  recommend: 
for  Mifs. 

Mrs.  Air.  Grace,  Toby ! 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  make  no  doubt,  madam,-  but  my 
piece  will  think  herfelf  happy  in  an  union  with 
fo  accomplHhed  a  perfon. 

Air.  Why,  as  to  that,  Toby,  Mrs. -whale 

is  the  gentlewoman's  name  ? 

Flaw.  Mrs.  Fleece'em. 

Air.  I  recoiled,  madam,  going  fome  years 
ago  with  one  of  that  name  in  the  ftage-coacH 
to  York — we  were  overturned  about  a  mile 
beyond  Newark-i-the  parfon  of  the  pariili — W? 

became' 
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became  aftenvards  a  prebend  of  Worceftef,  in 
the  room  of  old  Walter  Wench'em,  who  wai 
eaft  in  a  fuit  vitrim.  con.  by  Sir  Timothy  Tally-' 
hoe,  remarkable  for  the  beft  pack  of  hounds 
in  the  country 

Mrs.  Air.  .For  Heaven's  fake,  Mr.  Aircaftle! 

Flaw.  Have  a  care  !   you  have  forgot. 

Air.  I  am  dumb. 

Mrs.  FL  Pray,  madam,  has  the  young  gen-i 
tleman  travelled  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Who  ?  Toby  ? 

Air.  Why,  madam,  I  did  once  intend — but 
Sir  Roger  Ramble  —who  I  am  told  will  be 
ftrongly  oppofed  next  election,  for  the  borough 
of  Barnftaple,  by  Sir  Walter  Win'cm — who 
during  the  whole  time  of  Sir  Robert  Walpolc's 
admin 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Aircaftle,  I  beg  pardon,  but 
the  lady  directed  the  queftion  to  me. 

Air.  T-rue,  my  angel ;  and  1  am  fure  rtobody 
can  give  a  better  anfwer  than  dear  Mrs* 
Aircaftle 

Mrs.  Air.  You  are  very  polite. 

Air*  But  I  was  willing  to  fave  you  the  trou- 
ble, my  foul. 

Mrs.  Air.  I  ftiall  think  it  no  trouble  to  fatisfy 
the  lady's  enquiries. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Nay,  it  was  a  matter  of  curiofity 
only:— There  is,  befides,  an  elegance,  a  je  ne 

fcai 


THE     COZENERS.      73 

Jcai  quoi,  in  your  ion's  air,  that  is  rarely  acquired 
jn  this  country. 

Mrs.  Air.  Did  not  I  tell  you  the  prodigious 
power  of  grace  ? 

Air.  Yes  ;  but  I  could  never  have  believed  it. 

Mrs.  Air.  Pray,  madam,  is  the  young  lady  at 
home  ? 

Mrs.Fl.  Juft  lain  down  for  a  little:  The 
change  of  climate  has  giyen  her  a  flight  indif- 
pofition  y  but  a  few  days,  I  dare  fay,  will  reflore 
her. 

Mrs.  4ir.  Mifs?  I  prefume,  has  a  phyfician  ? 

Air.  A  what  ?  a  phyfician,  my  life,  for  a  little 
fea-ficknefs  ?  Why,  dodtor  Diet,  at  Margate, 
who,  by  the  bye,  intends  to  fettle  in  London — 
his  aunt,  major  Mortar's  widow — who  was  killed 
l?ya  bomb  at  the  taking  of  Goree — Tom  Truant, 
an  old  fcooolfellow  of  mine,  was  clofe  by  his 
fide — Tom  Tru— — 

Mrs.  Air.  Dear  Mr.  Aircaftle,  what  has  alj 
this  to  do  with  the  young  lady's  illnefs  ? 

Air.  I  was  coming  to  that,  my  foul,  if  you 
will  let  me.  I  don't  know  how  it  happens-;-  in 
general,  nobody  is  better  bred  than  Mrs..  Air- 
caftle j  but  to-day  fhe  won't  let  me  bring  out 
a  word. — So,  madam,  Tom1  Truant,  as  I  was — • 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Aircaftle,  I  muft  interrupt 
y.ou  ! 
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Air.  You  mud  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  I  can't  fuffer  it,   upon  this 
Account. 

Air.  It  was  for  her  fake,  my  foul,  I  was  fpealy-- 
jng> — So,  madam,  Tom  Truant 

$irs.  Air.  If  you  perfift,  I  fhalj  quit  the  hoqfe^ 
I  afiure  you ! 
.    Air.  Quit  fhe  houfe  ? 

Afrj.  ^V.  This  very  inftant ! 

^/r.  Zounds,  madam,  if  you  came,  to  that? 
you  may  go  to  the 

Mrs.  Air.  Any  v/here  to  get  rid  of  your: 
abfurd— — - 

Air.  For  tha.t  matter,  ypu  can't  be  mor.^ 
willing  than  I. 

Mrs.  Air.  Then,  ma.darn,  I  take  my  leave. 

Air.  W^en  you  wjil :  This  lady  and  I  can 
cafily  fettk  m.atters  without  you. — So,  madam, 
as  I  was  faying,  Tom  Tru 

Ffaw.  for  Heaven's  fake,  Sir ! — Mrs..  Air- 
^afble,  be  calm ', — when  things  are  juft  bringing 
\o  beaj 

Air-  A1J  I  meant  was  for  the  fervicp  of  Mifs, 

^frjr.  ff.  Very  obliging,  indeed.  I  fhould  Ije 
forry  if  any  difference  jhould  arife  on  my  niece.'s. 
Account :  Befides,  her  illnefs  is  fo  trifling,  that 
the  young  gentleman  may,  jf  he  plea/es,  l\?p 
jnto  her  room  to  enquire  after  her  health. 
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Mrs.  >//r.Toby  will  be  very  happy,  I  am  fure, 
You  fee,  madam,  what  the  lad  is. 

Mrs.  Fl.  A  mod  agreeable  youth,  I  muft 
own  i  arid  then  his  filence  is  a  modeft  rnark  of 
his  merit. 

Air.  Do  you  hear  that,  Mrs.  Air 

Mfs.  Air.  Yes ;  and  I  hope  it  will  make  i 
proper  imprefilon  oh  you. — You,  doubflfefsj 
madam,  know  the  tafte  of*  your  niece  j  may  we 
hope  that  Toby  has  any  chance  of  fuccefcding  ? 

Mrs.Fl.  She  was  prodigioufly  pleafed  with 
Mr.  Flaw's  account  of  his  parents  3  which,  in- 
ideed;  I  now  find  to  be  true  in  every  refped. 

Air.  and,  Mrs.  Air.  Oh,  madam! 

Mrs.  Fl.  And  as  to  fortune,  file  is  totally 
carekfs  in  that,  her  own  being  much  more  thari 
fufficient. 

Air.  How  manly  that  is  in  a  woman  ! — I  re- 
member Mifs  Patty  Plumb  of  Jamaica  did  thft 
very  fame — they  fay  her  grandfather  Was  tranf- 
ported  for  robbing  a  hen-rooft 

Mrs.  Air.  But  as  to  his  figure,  hiadam ;  do 
you  apprehend  it  will  ftrike  her  ?  Toby,  hold 
up  your  head  ! 

Mrs.  FL  I  can  fee  no  reafon  againft  it:  Indeed, 
the  young  gentleman  has  rather  a  fairer  com- 
plexion than  what  (he  has  been  commonly  ufed 
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to  ;  the  natives  of  India/  from  their  climate,  have 
father  a  fal lower  hue. 

Mrs.  Air.  True,   madam. 

Mrs.Fl.  But,  ifnecefiary,  that  may  be  eafily 
altered  by  art;  feme  faftron,  or  fnuff,  juft 
fkimmed  over  his  face 

Mrs.  Air.  Quickly! 

Afr.  I  have  a  box  of  Scotch  in  my  pocket : 
It  may  be  done  in  an  inftant. 

Mrs.  PL  Their  hair,  too,  is  rnoft  commonly 
dark;  but  a  little  German  blackirig  here  on 
each  of  the  eyebrows 

Toby.  If  a  burnt  cork  will  do,  I  have  one  in 
my  pocket. 

Air.  Mr.  Fla?/,  will  you  ring  for  a  candle  ? 

Mrs.  Ft.  There  is  no  neceflity  now :  We  have- 
been  obliged  to  fhut  out  the  light,  as  her  eyes 
are  rather  tender  and  weak,  with  looking  fo 
long  on  nothing  but  water. 

Mrs.  Air.  True,  madam.  Weil,  madam,  we 
will  detain  you  no  longer:  I  am  fure  it  i$  im- 

poffible  to  lay  how  much  we  are  obliged 

you  may  rely  upon  it,  we  fhall  ever  be  grateful. 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  don't  in  the  leaft  doubt  it :  Mr. 
Flaw  has,  I  prcfume,  hinted  my  fituaticn  ? 

Airs.  Air.  Moft  minutely  ;  Mr.  Aircaflle  has, 
prepared  the  depofit.  You  have  the  needful  ? 

Air. 
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Air.  All  but  five  hundred  pounds,  which  you 
may  have  in  the  evening:  I  lent  it  juft  now  to 
a—  the  ftory  will  make  you  laugh,  I  am  fure  : 
As  I  was  going  out,  colonel  —  who  commanded 
laft  war  -- 

Mrs.  Air.  Is  this  a  time  for  a  ftory  ? 

Flaw.  Fy,  fy  !  difpatch,  Mr.  Aircaftle  ! 

Mrs.  Air.  Here  all  the  bills  are. 

Flaw.  Nay,  hold  a  little,  I  beg!.  This,  you 
know,  is  a  kind  of  compact  ;  there  are  condi- 
tions to  be  performed  on  both  fides  :  Therefore 
the  money  ihotild,  I  think,  be  lodged  in  neutral 
hands,  till  the  material  point  is  complied  With; 

Mrs.  Air.  There  is  no  occafion. 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  can  have  no  objection,  I  am  furc  : 
where  then  fhall  we  place  it  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Mr.  Flaw  is  a  friend  to  both  par- 
ties -- 

Air.  True  ;  the  propereft  man  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  ant  not  quite  fo  certain  of  that. 


Air.  There,  there  the  bills  are,   Mr.  Flaw. 
Mrs.  Air.  Now  we  will  leave  Toby  and  th& 
lady  together. 

y&V.Toby,  don't  forget  to  deliver  the  prefents. 
Toby.  I  have  them  here  in  a  box. 
Air.  Mind  your  behaviour,  my  good  lad  !  —  I 
we  had  time  though  to  doctor  his  face  : 

Againrt 


78       THE      COZENERS. 

Againft  their  next  meeting,  I  will  do  it  myfelf  i 
I  will  manage  that  matter,  I  warrant :  I  learnt  th6 
art  lafl  autumn  of  a  parcel  of  ftrollers — they  had 
been  playing,  during  the  Dog-days,  with  one 
Foote  in  this  town — a  fellow,  they  fay,  takes  peo- 
ple off,  and-^— 

Mrs.  Air.  Nay,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  come  along^  I 
bcfeech  you  ! 

Ain.  Well,  well !  you  are  always  in  fuch  a 
damnable  hurry  ! 

Mrs.  FI.  Mr.  Flaw^  you  are  not  going,  I  hope  ? 
becaufe  I  wanted  juft  to  fpeak  a  few  words 

Fltrtj.   I  fhall  be  back  in  a  minute. 

[Exeunt  Flaw,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Aircaftle. 

Mrs.  Fi.  This,  Sir,  this  is  the  door  •,  tread  ibftly. 

$Qly.  Had  not  1  better  pull  off  my  fhoes  ? 

Mrs.  Fi.  No  occafion  for  that.          [Exeunt; 

Another  re  cm.     Marianne  in   led. 
Enter  Mrs.  Fleece* em  and  Toby. 

Mrs.  /7-,/rhis  way  !  your  hand  ! — Letty,  my 
dear,  the  young  gentleman  I  mentioned  to  you 
this  morning,  begs  juflf  to  enquire  after  your 
health.  There  j  I  will  leave  you  together:  She 
is  in  the  bed  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room.  I 
jnake  no  doubt,  Sir,  but  you  will  behaVe  with 
proper  decorum.  [Exit* 
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Toby.  If  you  are  afraid,  you  need  not  go  out 
$f  the  room. — The  place  is  as  dark  as  a  dungeon  ! 
Upper  end  of  the  room  !  and  how  the  deuce 
*hould  I  know  which  that  is  ?  io  the  night,  I  can 
tell  you,  I  fljQuld  be  a  good  deal  frightened  to  be 
fo  much  in  the  dark,  but  it  is  well  enough  in  the 
day,  when  one  is  about  to  make  loye  j  Jbtcaufe 
why,  one  is  not  fo  bafhfuland  fhy  ;  one  can  fee 
to  fpeak  one's  mind  with  more  boldnefs  and  cou- 
rage, than  in  the  light.— Mc-Mifs  !  1  thought 
me  had  fpoke  •,  may  be  not.  If  I  could  but  get 
hold  of  the  curtains— the  bed  way  will  be  to 
creep  clofe  by  the  wall,  then  1  mall  be  fure  to— 
Mifs !  Mils  ! 

Mar.  Whp  be  dat  dere  I 

<Toby.  I.— Dat  dere  f  one  may  find  out  by  her 
tongue  (he  is  a  foreigner :  I  am  pretty  right  now, 
I  believe.  What,  Mifs,  are  you  fick  I 

Mar.  Ifs. 

Toby.  But  you  are  better,  I  hope  ? 

Mar.  Ifs. 

Toby.  I  am  glad  on't :  Then  I  fuppofe,  Mifs, 
if  you  pleafe,  I  may  begin  to  make  love  ? 

Mar.   Ifs. 

Toby.  Ifs  ?  gad,  I  think  .it  is  ready  made  to 
my  hands. — Did  the  gentlewoman,  Mrs.  Madam 
aunt,  fay  any  thing  about  and  concerning 
me? 
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Mar.  Ifs. 

'Toby.  Is  it  a  fee  re;  ? 

Mar.  Ifs. 

tTfl£/.  Oh,  then  it  would  not  be  manners  to 
ax  :  Well,  Mils,  J  hope  you  ben't  averfc  to  the 
match  ? 

Mar.  Ifs, 

tfdby.  Adzooks,  then  we  are  all  off  in  an 
jnftant !  What,  Mils,  I  fuppofe  you  ben't  willing 
to  have  me  ? 

Mar.  Ifs. 

Toby.  ,Oh,  then  we  are  on  again,  as  before  ^ 
Then  I  may  produce,  I  believe.  I  have  brought 
you,  Mifs,  fome  curiofities,  by  way  of  prefent- 
ation,  here  in  my  pocket :  Will  you  pleafe  to 
accept 

Mar.  Ifs. 

fcfy.  Here,  then,  I  offer  them  up  to  the  fhrin<* 
of  thy  beauty.  May  I  crave  leave  to  kifs  your 
Jily-white  hand  ? 

Mar.  Ifs. 

'Toby.  On  my  knees  let  me  thank  you,  faire(t 
creature ! — Her  fkin  is  vaft  foft.   They  be  won- 
derful pretty  things  I  have  brought  you  •,  a'n't 
you  mighty  curious  to  fee  them  ? 
Mrs.  Ifs. 

foby.  May  I  draw  up  the  curtain  a  bit,  only 
juft  to  give  you  glimpfe  ? 
Mar.  Ifs. 
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fairy.  So  I  will.— I  fhould  be  glad  to  have  £ 
peep  at  her  too  j  me  is  a  mighty  agreeable  body; 
does  not  talk  much,  indeed;  but  is  vail  fenfible, 
whatever  file  fays.  This,  I  believe,  is  the  firing. 
I  wonder  if  fhe  is  as  handfo;ne  as  Betfy  BlofTom : 
Gad,  if  fhe  is*  Mifs  BlofTom  muft  look  out  for 
fomcbody  elfe,  1  can  tell  her.  That's  high 
enough,  I  believe. — That  there  thing  in  the 
leather-cafe  is  a  watch  •,  if  yon  touch  the  nob 
that  juts  outb  it  flrikes  all  the  world  like  a  clock  j 
mother  has  one,  but  then  him  is  as  big  as  a  warm- 
ing-pan. Perhaps,  Mifs,  you  mayn't  find  the 
trick  out !  I'll  mew  you. — Hey!  what  is  this? 
Lord  have  mercy  on  me  !  fhe  is  turned  all  of  a 
fudden  as  black  as  a  crow  !  fure  as  can  be,  a 
judgment  for  forfaking  poor  Betfy. 

Maf.  Mafla,  won't  you  come  here  ?    ^ 

fofy*  Not  L 

Mar.  I  come  to  you,  den. 

foby.  Thedevil  you  will !  you  muft  run  pretty 
faft  then. — Keep  off  me  !  holloa  !  houfe  !  flop 
the  black  thing  that  is  hard  at  my [£#//. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fieeciem. 

Mrs.  Fl.  The  rude  puppy  had  like  to  have  run 
Over  me:  What  is  the  meaning — Ha,  the  curtain 
drawn  up?  nay  then — Marianne,  who  opened  the 
window  ? 

tf  Mitr. 
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t  Little  Mafia,  to  (hew  me  de  tick-tick-^ 
Mrs.  Fl.  Fool,  did  not  I  tell  you  —  But  it  was 
my  own  fault,  to  truft  fuch  an  ideot  !  Go,  get 
out  of  my  fight  \  [Exit  Mar. 

Enter  Flaw. 

Flaw.  What  the  deuce  is  the  matter  ?  Toby 
is1  Scampered  down  the  ftreet  as  if  he  had  a  legion 
of  --  - 

Mrs.-  FL  Matter?  why  he  has  difcovered  the 
v/ench(. 

•  FLw~;  'Sdeath!  I  told  you  the  folly  of  truft- 
ing  thcfe—  we  (hall  all  be  blown  up  irr  an  irritant  : 
I  law  the  mother  ftop  her  chariot  at  the  fight  of 
the  whelp  j  fo  1  fuppoie  we  fhall  have  her  back 
&  a  - 

Mrs.  FL  Ay  ?  then  fomething  muft  be  Aid-' 
denly  done. 

Flaw.  Done  !   but  what  ?  —  I'll  ran  after  rhe 
boy,  and  hear  his  arcountrof  the  matter. 
"  Mrs.  //.  S:ay  f  had  not  you  better,  Mr,  Flaw, 
jsfr  leave  with'  me  Mr.  AircafHe's  depofit  ? 

•  Flaw.  l*ho  !  time  enough  ;  is  this  a  leafon  to 
fettle  accounts  ?  [Exit. 

Mrs.  FL  So'f  I  fappofe  he  v.'i'll  march  off  with 
the  money  at  laft  :  I  would  have  done  as  mueh, 
if  I  could  but  have  touched  it. 

F.nter  Mrs.  Aircaftle. 

Mrs,  Air.  Dear  rnadamy  I  am  in  the  utmoft 

con- 
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confufion  !  I  am  afraid  that  wild  boy  has  mifber 
hayed  himfelf  in  fome  manner  or  other. 

Mrs.  Fl.  A  little  miftake,  madam  j  but  I  proteft 
my  niece  is  fo  terrified,  that  me  is  unable  to  give 
me  any  account — — 

fyfrs.  Air.  Some  rude  prank  of  his,  I  (Jare 
fay  ;  I  never  could  get  his  father — -— 

Enter  Colonel  Garget. 

Gorget.  The  houfe  is  in  fuch  confufion,  that 
I  can't  get  any  body  to  give  me  an  anfwer. — 
Mrs.  Aircaftle ! 

Mrs.  Air.  Blefs  me,  Colonel  Gorget !  wha 
thought  of  meeting  you  here  ? 

Gorget.  An  odd  affair  •,  but  this  lady,  I  fup- 
pofe,  Mrs.  Fleece'em,  will  be  fo  kind  to  explain 
it.  A  pretty  young  lad,  an  enfign  of  mine,  has, 
I  am  afraid,  been  tricked  out  of  a  large  fum  of 
money  by  one  Flaw,  a  fellow  of  very  bad  fame. 

Mrs.  Air.  How  !  Flaw  ? 

Gorget.  Under  pretence  of  gaining  promotion 
by  this  lady's  afliftance, 

Mrs.  FL  Mine,  Sir  ?  I  promife  you  this  is  the 
£rft  mention  I  ever  heard  of  the  matter. 

Gorget.  Juft,  Madam,  as  I  fufpe&ed :  But 
pray,  Mrs.  Aircaftle,  have  you  long  had  the 
fionour  of  this  lady's  acquaintance  ? 

M  2  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Air.  Acquaintance  ?  Lord,  colonel,  1 
am  terrified  out  of  my  wits.  Your  ear  for  a 
moment. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  note,  madam,  which  you  are  defirecj 
{directly  to  read. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Flaw's  hand.  [Reads}.  "  The  game 
"  is  up — we  are  blown — make  off  as  fad  as 
ft  you  can.'*  As  matters  (land,  the  bed  advice  I 
Can  take.  [Going  off, 

Mrs.  Air.  Madam,  you  are  not  going  to 
leave  us  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Only  juft  to  enquire  how  my  niece 
does  after  her  fright:  I  mail  be  back  immediately. 

[Exit. 

Gorget.  How  1  is  it  pofllble  ?  a  capital  fum  ? 
pood  Heavens,  madam,  and  how  could  you  truft 
it  without  confulting  tome  friend  ? 

Mrs.  Air.  Why,  we  both  thought  Mr.  Flaw— « 

Gorget,  flaw  ?  an  infamous — 

Enter  Mr.  Aircajtle. 

Air.  Why,  what  the  deuce  has  been  the  matter 
amongft  you  ?  They  tell  me  Toby  has  been  at 
home  frightened  out  of  his  wits-,  and  then  run  oup 
directly  with  the  waiter  and  fome  wench  or  other  : 

I  bavq 
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J  have  fent  your  Roger  in  fcarch  of  the  whelp.— * 
Ah,  colonel,  are  you  there  ? 

Gorget.  Came  the  minute  before  you. 

y#r.  Wei),  colonel,  hey,  how  ?  What,  I  fup- 
pofe,  by  being  here  fo  foon,  your  affair  has  mif- 
carried. 

Gorget. Ycrj  are  miftaken  indeed,mygood  friend. 

Mrs.  Air.  What  affair  ?" 

Air.  I  forgot  to  tell  it  you,  child  :  Of  a  finp 
lafs  in  this  town,  that  fets  up  her  perfon  foe 
fale 

Mrs.  Ah:.  How ! 

Air.  And  had  the  modefty  to  fix  the  price  tO» 
the  colonel  at  five  hundred  guineas. 

Mrs.  Air.  Abominable !  Can  there  be  f«ch 
preatures ? 

Air.  Alk  the  cplonel  j  that  is  all :  An  infamous 
Jiarpy  ! 

Gorget,.  Dear  Mr.  Aircaftle,  you  are  here  in, 
pi  error. 

Air.  Error  ?  v/hy,  did  not  you  tell  me  of  3 
Jine  (he  fent  you  ? 

Gorget.  Very  true. 

Air.  And  ^id  not  I  advance  the  cafh  ? 

Gorget.  Do  I  pretend  to  deny  it  ? 

Air.  Well  then? 

Gerget.  Your  patience  a  moment,  my  deat 
frjend  !  I  gave  her  the  money,  it  is  true 
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Air.  There,   Mrs.  Aircaftle !  did  not  I  tell 

Gorge}.  But  then,  like  a  woman  of  honour—* 

Air.  Well  ? 

Gorget.  She  told  me  that  fhe  dicl  it  but  to  try 
the  ftrength  of  my  pafiion 

Air.  Pho,  pho  ! 

Gorgzt.  And  fo  immediately  returned  it  again. 

Air.  Pihaw !  a  bam,  Mrs.  Aircaftle  j  don't 
believe  it,  my  dear  I 

Gorget.  To  put  the  matter  out  of  difpute,  I 
returned  to  your  lodging  directly ;  when,  not 
finding  you,  I  delivered  the  cafli  to  your  lady. 

Air.  Indeed  ? 

Gorget.  In  the  very  individual  bag  that  you 
gave  me  j  and  before  Mafter  Toby,  your  fon. 

Air.  Ay  ?  and  have  you  got  the  money,  my 
dear? 

Mrs.  Air.  Yes,  yes;  I  received  it.— Was 
ever  woman  fo  duped  !  but  this  town  is  full  of 
Cozeners.  [Afide. 

Gorget.  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Aircaftle,  that  it 
was  pretty  lucky  for  you  1  happened  to  have  the 
paih  in  my  hand. 

Air.  Lucky?  I  don't  underftand 

Gorget.  Otherwife,  it  might  have  flown  away 
ynth  the  reft. 

Air.  Flown  away  ? 

Gorget. 
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Gorget.  By  what  Mrs.  Aircaftle  has  told  me, 
I  ihrewdly  fufpecl  you  are  got  into  the  hands 
of  fome  villainous  fharpers. 
Air.  How! 

Gorget.  Mr.   Flaw,     and   his    coadjutrix.— • 
Within  !  who's  there  ? — But  we  fhall  foon  get 
the  bufmefs  explained. 
Fl 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Gorget.  Do  you  live  with  the  perfon  whtf 
inhabits  this  houfe  ? 

Serv.  But  a  very  fhort  time. 

Gorget.  We  wifh  to  fee  her  directly. 

Serv.  She  is  gone  out. 

Gorget.  I  thought  fo :  And  her  niece  too,  I 
fuppofe  ? 

Serv*  Her  niece,  Sir  ? 

Gorget.  Ay. 

Serv.  I  know  no  niece  Ihe  has* 

stir,  and  Mrs.  Air:  How  ! 

Gorget.  Juft  as  I  fufpefted  :  Now,  Sir,  do  you 
begin  to  find  what  a  fituation  you  are  in  ? 

Air.  Then  I  am  totally  ruined !  I  told  you, 
Mrs.  Aireaftle,  what  would  come  of  your — - 
I  remember  Martin  Money  trap,  of  the  Minories, 
was  once  in  the  very  fame  way — he  was  taken-* 
in  by  a  Portuguefe  Jew — — 

Gcrget,  A  truce  to  recrimination,  I  bsg  !  we 

have 
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have  more  material  bufmefs  in  hand  :  Let  this 
woman  be  directly  purfued  ;  and  endeavour  t<J 
recover  at  leaft  a  part  of  - 

O'Ftan.  [without.]  Pray  flep  in  a  bit,  if  you! 
plafe,  and  reftind  freely  the  bill  j  or,  upon  mjr 
foul,  I'll  make  you  do  me  the  favour  'By  force! 


Enter  C?  Flannagan  with  Mrs.  . 

AIL  Mrs.  Fleece'em  ? 

O'Flan.  Yes,  yes  ;  it  is,  fiire  enough  ;  fhe 
overtook  me;1  as  I  met  her  hard  by. 

Gorge!.  We  are  obliged  to  you  then  for  the 
lady's  return  ? 

O'Plan.  You  may  fay  that  :  I  flopped  her  jud 
in  the  nick,-  as  fhe  was  flily  walking  off  in  a 
coach.  Arrah,  put  off  your  hood;  my  dear 
honey  ;  don't  be  fhame-faced  amongft  your 
friends  arid  acquaintance. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Stand  off,  you  rude  brute  ! 

O'Flan.  Better  words,  if  you  plafe  !  You 
wanted  to  fend  me  to  be  feathered  abroad  ;  fo$ 
in  return,  I  fball  beg  lave,  madam,  to  pluck 
you  at  home. 

Gorget.  No  violence  to  the  lady  I  beg,  Sir! 
fhe  now  finds  Ihe  is  detected,  and,  I  dare  fay, 
will  do  every  body  all  the  juftice  fhe  can.  And, 
firft,  madam,  as  to  the  capital  fum  which  you 
had  the  addrefs  to  obtain  from  this  -- 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  FL  What  concern  have  I  in  the  .  bufi- 
nefs  ?  the  gentleman  himfelf  gave  it  into  the 
pofTefTion  of  Flaw. 

Gorget.  Mr.  Aircaftle  ! 

Air.  That's  true,  I  confefs. 

Gorget.  But,  fmce  that,  has  not  the  property 
fuffered  a  transfer  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Not  to  me  i  But  if  you  doubt  it,  you 
may  fearch  the  hoiife  when  you  pleafe. 

Gvrget.  Then  it  has  got  into  worfe  hands, 

I'm  afraid. 

.  \ 

Enter  Mrs.  Simony. 

Mrs.  Sim.  I  fee  by  their  cohfufioh  my' infor- 
mation was  right. — Not  to  interrupt  you, 
madam,  I  fhould  take  it  as  a  particular  favour 
If  you  would  immediately  return  the  little  note 
I  left  in  your  hands — for  I  have  hot  a  moment 
to  fpare. 

Mrs.  Fl.  Note;  madam  ?  what  note  ?  I  re- 
coiled:, indeed,  a  hymn  that  you 

Mrs.  Sim.  Wcll?  madam,  that  hymn,  if  you 
pleafe.. 

Mrs.  FL  I  gave  it  directly  to  Flaw,  to  get  a 
friend  of  his  to  fet  it  to  mufick. 

Mrs. Sim.  Mufick?  Ladies  and  gentlemen, 
k  bank-note,  I  proteft ! 

N  Air. 
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Air.  What !  fet  a  bank-note  to  mufick  ?  1 
never  heard  of  fuch  a  thing. 

Gorget.  And  pray,  madam,  what  could  induce 
you  to  truft  that  woman  with  a  bank-note  ? 

Mrs.  Ft.  That  fhe  will  not  fo  readily  own  j  a 
little  earneft  of  a  much  larger  bribe,  to  procure 
her  hufband  a  living. 

Gorge  t.  How,  madam!  I  hope  your  huiband 
was  not  apprifed  of  this  application  ? 

Mrs.  Sim.  The  Doftor  was  totally  ignorant ; 
knew  nothing  about  it. 

Gorget.  I  am  very  happy  to  hear  it :  I  fhould 
b^  forry  to  find  that  a  gentleman,  whofe  pecu- 
liar duty  it  is  to  fuftain  the  purity  of  his  pro- 
feflion,  fhould  himfelf  be  the  very  perfon  to 
foil  it;  or  that  an  office  of  fo  facred  a  nature-* 
ihould  be  folicited  by  fuch  unfanctified  means. 

Mrs.  Sim.  I  believe  my  Doctor,  Sir,  will  be 
hardly  fufpefted :  But  I  have  not  time  to  fay 
more  for  the  prefenti  I  fhall  be  ftay'd  for,  and 
have  not  a  moment  to  fpare.  [Exit. 

Gorget.  Let  her  go !  that  plunder,  however, 
is  fair. 

Air.  Well,  well  !  but,  colonel,  notwith- 
ftanding  all  that  you  fay,  I  have  heard  there 
was  a  bet  once  made  between  the  patron  of  a 
living  and  one  Parfon  Plurality— Plurality  had 

been 
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been  a  Prefbyterian — his  father  keeps  a  paftry- 
cook's  fhop  in  Spring-gardens— r-juft  where  Cox's 
Mufeum — by  the  bye,  they  tell  me,  Cox  will 
.get  devilifli  rich  by  his  lottery. 

Gorget.  But  if  we  don't  ufe  fome  difpatch,  I  am 
afraid  you  will  get  devilifli  poor, 

Enter  Prig,  in  a  waiftcoat  and  cap. 

Prig.  Where  is  this  damn'd  infernal — Ihe  is 
burrow'd  here,  but  I'll  make  her 

Air.   Who  the  deuce  can  this  be  ? 

Mrs.  FL  Some  madman  efcapeci  from  his 
keepers,  I  reckon. 

Prig.  Yes,  yes,  I  am  efcaped  !  but  not  mad  : 
nnd  if  there  is  law  to  be  had,  I'll  make  you  to 
know — keepers  ! — if  1  had  not  luckily  met  with 
fome  friends  at  the  turnpike,  I  mould  have  been 
kept  pretty  clofe,  I  believe.  I  recollected  your 
footman  that  ftood  at  the  door,  and  guefs'd  you 
were  not  far  off, 

Air.  What  is  this  ?  a  madman  ?  I  went  to  fee 
one,  once  in  Bedlam — he —  {Exit  Prig. 

JLnter  Roger. 

Oh,  here  is  Roger.    Well^  did  you  find  where 
Toby  is? 

'  Roger*    Yes,  yes,  I  found  un  out  5  and  itv 
fweet  company  top. 

N  2  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Air.  Company  ? 

Roger.  A  clergyman,  Betfy  Bloffom,  and  our 
waiter  at  home. 

Air.  Zounds  !  I  hope  the  boy  is  not  marriecj. 

Roger.  No  j  but  they  would  have  been,  if  I 
had  not  come  juft  in  the  nick  to  fetch  un  away. 

Air.    Where  is  he  ? 

Roger.  In  a  fhop  at  the  corner.  I  wanted  un 
to  ftep  over-,  but  he  would  not,  becaufe  why,  he 
lays  as  how  the  houfe  is  haunted. 

Air.  And  why  not  ?  There  was  the  manor- 
houfe  in  the  parifli  of  Paddington — Mrs.  Air- 
cajtle,  you  may  remember  it  formerly  belonged. 
to  the  Jeflbps ;  but,  by  the  marriage  of  the 
heirefs  with  one  of  the  Haflewoods 

Gorget.  Come,  come,  it  is  a  lucky  prevention  ; 
and,  to  give  you  a  little  confutation,  I  believe  I 
fhall  be  able  to  recover  your  money  from  Flaw. 

Mrs.  ^ir.  and  Air.    How,    colonel  ? 

Gorget.  I  took  the  liberty,  by  way  of  preven- 
tion, to  get  him  fecured  for  the'money  received 
of  my  enfign. 

Air.   Indeed  ? 

Gorget.  And,  as  this  affair  is  rather  of  a  crimi- 
nal nature,  he  will  think  himfelf  happy  toelcape 
by  reftoring  the  plunder. 

Air.    My  kind  colonel ! 

Gorget.  I  hope,  madam,  this  will  make  you 

amends 
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amends  for  your  difappointment  in  the  five  hun- 
dred pounds.  [Afidt. 

O'Flan.  But  what  the  divil  is  all  this  to  my 
bill  ? 

Gorget.  Did  this  woman  receive  it  ? 

Mrs.  Fl.  Flaw  had  it;  but  it  wants  fome 
days  of  being  due. 

Gorget.  Then  we  mall  be  able  to  flop  the  pay- 
ment, at  lead ;  it  is  fafe,  never  fear. 

O'Flan.  That's  lucky,  however  :  And,  by  all 
I  can  hear,  my  beft  tyay,  Mr.  Colonel,  will  be 
to  make  an  emigration  back  tp  Ireland  again, 

Gorget.  By  all  means ;  and,  by  this  time,  many 
more  of  your  countrymen  would,  I  believe,  be 
glad  to  follow  your  fteps. 

O'Flan.   Like  enough. 

Air.  And  if,  Mrs.  Aircaftle,  we  were  to  re- 
turn back  again 

Gorget.  It  would  be  the  wifeft  thing  you  could 
do. 

Mrs.  Air.  What,  to  vegetate,  like  a  parcel  of 
plants  ? 

Gorget.  Ay,  madam  ;  for  there  are  trees  that 
won't  bear  traniplanting  -,  they  thrive  beft  in 
their  natural  foil. 

Air.  That's  true,  I  can  anfwer.  Laft  fummer, 

I  tranfplanted  fome  elm-trees 

Gorget.  Lord  !  Mr.  Aircaftle, -how  can  you — 

Air. 
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Air.  Zounds  !  I  muft  n't  fpeak — Sir,  let  me 
tell  you  the  ftory  of  the  elm.  \fo  OfFlan. 

Corgef.You,  madam,  till  you  have  made  all  the 
fatisfa&ion  you  can,  muft  be  contented  to  fuf~ 
fer  a  little  confinement  •,  after  which,  uniefs  your 
country  fhould  have  fome  other  call  upon  you, 
you  may  difpole  of  yourfelf  as  you  pleafe. 

Mrs.  Fl.  I  am  detected,  diftreficd,  and  mufb 
therefore  fubrnit !  But,  gentlemen,  if  all  who 
have  offended  like  us,  were  like  us  produced 
to  the  public,  much  higher  names  would 
adorn  the  Old-Bailey  Chronicl?  than  thofe  of 
poor  Fleece'em  and  Flaw ! 


I 
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